The Intent and Purpose of Trangvestia 


ENTERTAINMENT - EDUCATION ~ EXPRESSION 


TRANSVESTIA io published by, for and about Transvestites for 
the purpose of providing a center about which people interested 
in the field may gather. Its pages will provide Entertainment 
for the initiated; Education for those who see evil where none 
exists; and Expression of opinion both lay and professional, 
Discussion, sharing ideas and experiences all lead to greater 
understanding of any facet of human behaviour. 


TRANSVESTIA seeks to provide information both to and about 
fransvestites and Transvestism in order to broaden the under- 
standing of this form of personality expression, not only among 
those interested in it, but by friends and relatives who may 
find themselves indirectly involved. 


TRANSVESTIA also serves as a means of gathering information as 
well as disseminating it. Medioal science has no adequate means 
of oontacting and interviewing enough Transvestites who are re~ 
sonably well adjusted to their problem and not oomplicated by 
other psycho-social behaviour patterns to form any well con- 
sidered opinions about the subject. This magagine has and 

will continue to provide research material to further the under- 
standing of Transvestiam by psychiatrists, psychologists, s0c- 
iologists, lawyers, jurists and police officials 


KNOWLEDGE ie the beginning of UNDERSTANDING 
UNDERSTANDING is the beginning of ACCEPTANCE : 
ACCEPTANCE fe the beginning of PEACE OF MIND 


PEACE OF MIND is the beginning of HAPPINESS 


But unhappiness, loneliness and fear have too long been the lot 
of the Pransvestite. 1+ is to be hoped that TRANSVESTIA oan 
help through knowledge to bring understanding and happiness. 
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"When you make the two one,....and when you make the MALE AND 
THE FEMALE INTO A SINGLE ONE-~then shall you enter the Kingdom," 


The above is a "saying of Jesus" 
from the "Gospel According to Thomas." 
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“MY YEAR” by NANCY 


So much has happened during the past year! Little did I think 
a year ago that I would ever be a Cover Girl on a national magazine. 
My life as an FP practically began only about a year ago after I 
found TVia on the newstand in Los Angeles. But let's start at the 
beginning. 


I'm 31, 5 foot 5 inches, 125 lbs. and usually wear a size 14 
dress or skirt, although I can wear a smaller size depending on the 
style. I can wear size 5% shoes. I'm fortunate that I'm small 
which enhances my appearance as a girl. I've managed to acquire a 
substantial wardrobe consisting mostly of skirts and blouses, and 
a few basic dresses, I prefer skirts and blouses because I can com- 
bine them resulting in a variety of outfits. I try to buy clothes 
that are functional and practical, and not those which are overly 
flamboyant or exotic. 


As I'm writing, I have on a pretty white nylon blouse, a yellow 
full skirt, white lingerie, nylons and black heels. Makeup, jew- 
elry, and a stylish blonde wig complete the picture. As with every 
FP, I adore pretty lingerie. I can hardly resist buying everything 
I see whenever I go shopping, and then I can hardly wait to try it 
on when I return. 


My earliest recollection of wearing something belonging to the 
opposite sex was when I was about six years old. I remember my 
mother putting my sister's panties on me, but I'm sure she didn't 
do so because she wanted a girl, as I have an older sister. My 
father was having difficulty making ends meet back in the 30's, 
which meant the greater part of his income was spent on food, rent 
and bills. This necessitated making clothing go around. I hasten 
to add that the panties were the only article of feminine clothing 
she put on me, I don't recall how long I wore them, but later on 
when I was about 9 or 10 years old I loved to wear my sister's pan- 
ties under my pajamas and sleep all night in them. I'm reasonably 
sure my family wasn't aware of this habit of mine, nor do they know 
that I cross dress today. Later in my femmelife I found that I had 
to be dressed completely, which was and is a wonderful, exhilarating 


and a very satisfying feeling and I always find myself looking 
forward to the next time. 


I was almost discovered several times when members of my fam- 
ily returned home unexpectedly, and after every close call I vowed 
never to get dressed up again, but I didn't realize how deep and 
intense my TV desires were. Later on, the feeling would return and 
I wouldn't feel satisfied until I was dressed again. When ever I 
wore my sister's or mother's clothes, I was always very careful to 
return them to their proper place, unsoiled and folded exactly as 
they were before-hand. Being of small stature and proportions at 
the time, wearing their clothes was no problem. I even ventured 
out in public a couple of times at night and walked around the 
biock. I just had to go out and let some people see me dressed as 
a girl. I guess I was trying to find out whether they would accept 
me as a girl or whether they would see through me. As far as I know 
no one ever did. As I look back now I realize how foolish I was 
to have done this since I didn't have a wig and wore just a ker- 
chief on my head. My youth plus my makeup probably allowed me to 
pass alright at a distance, a 


I always wondered though how it would be to dress whenever I 
desired and have my own clothes. I wasn't to realize this wonder- 
ful state of being until many years later. 


Upon graduating from high school I enlisted in the Air Force 
for 4 years. Needless to say, this curtailed any TV activity as I 
feared being discovered and summarily discharged. On different 
occasions I purchased a slip, panties, or nightie for a weekend on 
pass, then I discarded them afterwards. For the most part, I was 
successful in suppressing the desire until I was honorably discharged. 
I must say I rather enjoyed my stay in the service and I don't re- 
gret the time it took from me. I met a lot of nice people, merited 
some rank and responsibility and traveled extensively in this coun- 
try and overseas, 


After my enlistment I returned to my parent's home and took up 
engineering studies. But after awhile, the old desire returned to 
have my own place and dress whenever I wanted to. Aftercompleting 
school the opportunity arose to take employment in Calif., so after 
much thought and consideration I accepted the position. I hated 
leaving my family and friends, but accepting would give me a chance 
to be on my own and enable me to give the expression to my feminine 
self which was very necessary to my peace of mind. 
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ESPs SEE NOW=-— BACK FROM THE STORE 
WHAT'S FOR DINNER? HOPE I DIDN'T FORGET ANYTHING 


A TV WATCHING TV...9R VICE VERSA? A FEW MINUTES REST 
WAS THE PROGRAM *"TURNABOUT"? IN THE GARDEN 


NANCY AND APRIL (5-3-6) SEEING THE SIGHTS! 
READY FOR A WALK 


I enjoyed wearing my pretty things in my apartment, after 
work and weekends. I reveled in wearing a pretty pink apron and 
doing the dishes and other household tasks. I know a real woman 
doesn't revel in doing house cleaning, but I did knowing that it 
made me feel more feminine. I had all this, but there was still 
something lacking. Nancy was always alone with no one to share her 
FP existance with. I was resigned to the fact that I was never to 
be this fortunate. I was always very afraid of anyone discovering 
that I cross-dressed because I knew that the general public just 
isn't aware of what motivates a person in this direction, A der- 
ogatory remark or ridicule is usually the price of being discovered, 
which of course makes it necessary to keep it a secret. 


Then came that wonderful day when I found TVia. My guardian 
angel must have really been helping me that day. Not only was I 
able to enjoy reading the magazine but here was the opportunity 
finally to actually contact another person with the same interest, 
Which of course I did and subsequently received several interesting 
letters and photos which enriched my life very much. 


Later I was privileged to attend a lecture our editor, Virginia 
gave and was very happy to meet her. The lecture and question 
session afterwards was very enlightening and I was also able to meet 
several TVs who were present. A whole new world was opening for 
me. No longer did I have to be alone, 


Through the magazine I made the acquaintance of Betty, a very 
nice FP. I visited her at her home and had a wonderful time. She 
very generously gave me several helpful suggestions on makeup tech- 
nique and mannerisms which were important to my development. I want 
to take this opportunity to thank her in print. 


I was having so many wonderful “firsts” as Nancy. It was as 
though she was just being born and in a way I guess this was true. 
The next momentous occurence was the forming of the “Hose and Heels 
Club". It has just recently dissolved and the new"Phi Pi Epsilon" 
Sorority has taken its place, but I feel that the club served a 
very definite purpose similar to Susanna's Resort as it enabled the 
&irls who attended the meetings to be dressed with other people, 

TV and non-TV, and to add this experience to their femme-lives. 
I'll never forget how frightened and tense I was my first night. I 
was finally making my debut, so to speak, and Carolyn, a sister, 
assisted me downstairs to meet the other "giris" and the real girls 
who were present. After awhile I loosened up and became more re- 
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laxed and thoroughiy enjoyed the remainder of the meeting. It was 
very heart-warming to see that there were some real women present 
too who were understanding and accepting. I always enjoy their 
presence at the meetings. I admire the qualities that women possess 
and hope that I'm expressing some of them now and will express more 
as I acquire more insight. I've taken a certain pride in Nancy and 
have done my best to perfect her makeup, dress and mannerisms and 
make her as authentic as possible. 


Another "first" which I'll always remember was my first public 
appearance right out in the midst of people. I've always had the 
desire to go out in public, not for vicarious pleasure, but to see 
if I would be accepted as I appeared to be, just another woman 
shopping, strolling, going to the movies, etc. You can imagine how 
thrilled I was when a woman friend said she would take me out. She 
even let me wear her beautiful fur coat. Here finally was my opp- 
ortunity. It was during the Christmas holiday season and we drove 
up to Hollywood Boulevard which, as it is every Christmas, was dec- 
orated with beautiful displays and lights. As it was Sunday we 
walked several blocks window shopping. I was rather nervous at 
first but when I realized that people were just casually noticing 
me I began to feel natural, I enjoyed looking in the windows at 
the pretty clothes and shoes without feeling self-conscious, ['1l 
always be extremely grateful to her for enabling me to have this 
experience of public acceptance which to me is above and beyond any 
other phase of TV behaviour. On our next trip she took me to one 
of the larger department stores where I had a very delightful time 
shopping. I could hardly believe I was doing those things. 


With all this I didn't see how my life could be enriched fur- 
ther until I was presented with the vltimate for an FP. The chance 
to live in a house with a couple who would allow me to dress when- 
ever I wanted to and be known to their children only as Nancy. I 
could arrange my room in a feminine mode and hang up my clcthes in 
my own closet instead of packing them away as I had been doing for 
years. I accepted the offer feeling rather unique because perhaps 
I'm the only FP so blessed. The children only know me as a girl 
and accept me as such. (Of ccurse I work as a man, but I am always 
Nancy on weekends when they are home from boarding school.) I also 
assist in some of the housekeeping here as I wish and have time for 
ironing, defrosting the refrigerator, hringing in groceries, etc. 


The lady of the house, who is understanding and has a special 
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LADY OF THE HOUSE 
THAT NEW CHINESE SATIN DRESS! 


HOSTESS "ALWAYS A BRIDESMAID..." 
TRYING If ON FOR SIZE 
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interest in FemmePersonation has also taken me out shopping at 
which time I felt very feminine and natural. I tried on a dress, 
but didn't like it so I bought a pink lounging robe instead. I've 
also been to the movies and church. I know that several of my 


sisters have enjoyed these experiences but mine have all been "“fir- 
sts" which I lived to the hilt and wanted to mention. My time out- 
side has been limited though because I have a beard problem which 

I hope to correct with electrolysis. 


Well this just about brings me up-to-date. I would like to 
thank Virginia, our very diligent and dedicated editor, who has 
helped me so much in my development. I'm looking forward to many 
more FP experiences. 


I have found that Nancy has had more opportunity to "live" and 
my acceptance of her has increased that it has taken away a lot of 
the strain and tension that had been present in my masculine life, 
this interfered with my work and my concentration. Now I am not 
only enjoying more relaxation with Nancy but on the masculine side 
as well, 


Best wishes to all, 


Nancy 


BEFORE YOU QUIT, READ THIS.....-.- 


The first strategy of many who are faced with a problem is to quit. 
But a man who suffered such severe burns on his lege that he faced 
amputation---he didn’t quit. He became the most successful distance 
runner of his time. And a man with less than one year of formal 
education didn't quit. He became the most revered president we 
ever had. And a fragile boy in Scotland, bedridden most of his 
childhood didn't quit. He became auch a masterful storyteller 

that your great grand children will cheriah his books as you did. 
Now, if you had gll three of these strikes againat you, nobody 
would blame you for quitting. But unless your legs are severely 
purned, and you're so fragile that you have to stay in bed, and 
you've never graduated from second grade, why don't you turn 

around and get back to work. Maybe we'll be writing about 

you someday! 


Reprinted from NEWSWEEK Magazine 
Because the message is good for all of us, 
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THE TRANSVEGTIST SAINT 


by DORIS 


I am neither a theologian nor even a Catholic, and yet I have 
the thought that if there is such a thing as a patron saint of 
transvestists, the honor must go to Joan of Arc--Ste. Jeanne. 


For the story and the person of Joan of Are have held for me, 
as I suspect it must hold for so many others, a special fascination 
one that first transfixed me in boyhood and remains a special ob- 
ject in all the years since. For Joan's insistence upon wearing 
the garb of the opposite sex was one of the major charges brought 
against her by her enemies and one of the major grounds for her 
martyrdom at the stake. And it is of special note that from first 
to last, the Maid of Orleans insisted that it was at the specific 
direction of Heaven that she put aside the clothing of her own ser 
and took the clothing of the other sex. 


The vision of Joan--a person of purity and the highest moral 
conduct--in her male garb is a vision that anyone might envy. For 
what passed as male garb in that day, four hundred years ago, has 
in the course of time become what we would now call female garb. 
How was she dressed? A study of costumes of the past presents a 
picture for us. She would have worn skin-tight stockings-and- 
pants combination, almost exactly the equivalent of what are sold 
as panti-hose today--the same in tightness and design, though of 
rougher cloth. She would have worn a wide sleeved soft-cloth 
blouse, possibly gathered at the wrists, also in modern feminine 
style, over which she would have worn a sleevless doublet, very 
similar to a short jumper, whose little flaring skirt would either 
have ended just above the crotch or perhaps just a little bit be- 
low the crotch. The jumper would have been pleated at skirt and 
back, and a leather belt would have encircled it at the waist. 


Every item of this garb is feminine today. Even her hair, 
cut from the long tresses of the medieval woman to a neck length 
bob, would seem 20th Century feminine. And so, by the irony of 
time or divine jest, the very clothing for which she went to her 
death for wearing has been surrendered by the guilty males who 
condemned her to the females of our time. 
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It seems to me to be only appropriate that transvestists 
should seek a female patron saint--and in St. Joan, whose death was 
ordained by transvestism, this image is found. No one of any sen- 
sitivity who has seen portraits of Joan facing her accusers, in her 
slim shapely "male" clothing, wrists and ankles in cruel iron fet- 


ters and chains, can fail to be moved, 


DORIS 


A HAIRPIECE--YOUR CROWNING GLORY 


MARIE OF FIFTH AVENUE offers all girle her 20 years of 
experience in the making of exquisite creatians to finish 
off your feminine lovlineas. Latest styles, all colors. 
Easy to comb and care for. A “TV" cannot look right with- 
out a ppoper coiffeur. 


I not only manufacture and sell wigs, but will also repair 
and restyle your present wig--send it and $7 to my shop. 


Special prices offered to readera of TRANSVESTIA 4ees below} 


MARIESof Fifth Avenue 507 Fifth Ave. New York, New York. 


HHEEH 


Note: MARIE!S special prices to readers of this magazine 
are described and directions for measuring head are given 
in a special wig leaflet obtainable free from--- 
Service Department Chevalier Publications 
Box 36091 Los Angeles 36, Calif. 


11. 


AN FPS BOOKSHELF 


by JOANNE 


I would like to make some comment on the literature in our 
field, most of which is contained in that sub rosa library having 
to do with the shadowy world of sexuality just analagous to oure. 
Of technical material I will speak another time. It will not be 
considered here, 


Unavoidably, it appears, I must address myself not to what 
exists for the TV alone since--our owm excellent magazine aside- 
that is almost nothing, but to that which existe primarily for 
others and to which the interest of a TV is tangential. 


The literature is scant and uniform. Most of it comes 
sealed in cellophame at an exorbitant price. It is thinly done 
stuff, done by people who are making a great deal of money at it 
yet have, it is readily seen, little first hand information and NO 
personal interest in the subject. I should use the plural, sub- 
jects--some four or five rather obvious deviations or differences 
from the sexual norm--which are treated in a hackneyed and pre- 
dioctably illiterate shotgun fashion, and with such unimaginative 
sameness that it is obvious they have been copied one from another 
to guch an extent that they resemble a kind of inbred Jukes family 
of neo-pornography. They are invariably done on expensive paper 
and their sole bit of inventiveness seems to be the inclusion of 
ever widening margins. The composition is atrocious, they rua 200 
words to a page made for 600. The photographio reproduction is 
excellent--but reproduction of what? My God! <A bored model in a 
garter belt and a cotton brassiere tied in a coyly ridiculous pos- 
ition on a rollaway bed in somebody's basement with knotwork of 
such palpable inadequacy as would turn a bucko mate into a jibber- 
ing cretia upon first viewing it. This under the guise of "dis- 
Giplimne”" is patently a bit of cheap pandering to the latent de- 
viations im some~--literally, the cheap thrill seekers--and the 
only expensive recourse for many others who can find no comment or 
entertainment or understanding or anyTHING else, anyWHERE else. 


There is a plethora of this trash about, some of it unbeliev- 
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ably bad. I have at hand a Canadiam publication entitled “New 
Moderrn Bizarre of the Unusual” and if I tell you that the title 

is by no means the least literate thing about the book you may cozn- 
6lude for yourself what it is like. In such a context I do not 
wonder that transvestism is not even a comprehensible entity. 


There are notable exceptions, of course. The Canadian pub- 
lication "BIZARRE" (not to be confused with the above) when under 
the whimsically creative aegis of Mr. John Willie. I have not 
seen a copy for some years and do not know if the magazine is 
still available. It was intelligent and eclectic and showed in 
its time the only real imagination in the field. Also, there is 
the amusing "FADS AND FANCIES" from England whiosh, while narrower 
in scope, is well handled. 


As for the Exotique, Faatasia, Nutrix and other similar pub- 
lications, I suppose that each person must make up his owm mind. 
They seem to demonstrate a confusion as to their purpose--the 
garterbelts and saddles syndrome--and insist on outfitting what 
TV's appear in their pages in leather peignoirs and having them 
wrestle on a chaise lounge for the possession of, for chrissake!, 
somebody's riding erop. They are, especially since the advent of 
our own stellar magazine, mo longer adequate for me but I would 
not malign them om this account nor for their obvious commercial- 
ism as I suspect that my standards may be more impatient than most. 


But it is not the exceptions at which I would cast my quiz- 
zieal, critical and perhaps jaundiced glance, it is the others. 
"One-shots" mostly, of all kinds, whieh are usually as vulgar and 
bad as they are expensive. They appear to be produced by a group 
of greasy, greedy sub-gentlemen who seem to go out of their way 
to be boorishly illiterate and unimaginative. For what reason I 
eannot eonceive since it obviously, coupled with the outrageous 
price, reduces any possibility of a repeat sale. I have, for in- 
stance, the story of one “transvestite” which came to me in a 
three dollar limited addition (sic) and the author of which seema 
to think that a transvestite is a simpering sentimental masochiat 
with am amazing predilection for patent-leather Halloween costumes. 
Such confusion is THE most singular thing about all this cheap 
literature. No one involved in its production can quite bring 
themselves to believe that they are dealing with real-~but diff-— 
erent--human beings and so cannot by extension regard the slop 
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whieh they promulgate as having amy reality or validity. Since 
they do not, of eourse, begin to understand what they are dealing 
with their publications carry with them the imprimatur of cynicism 
that ignorance always breeds. They arrange the same three or six 
perverse themes in the same expensive and unreal fashion with a 
positive genius for trite and witless palor, and with an intelli- 
genee that is as uninspired as it is immoral. 


The stories found in this material--Gad!--and many of the 
personal histories, are wildly extreme. Would they were as orig- 
inal! Consider: 


"Dear Editor, I thought that some of your readers might be 
interested in what happened to me last week. While strolling in 
the wealthy suburbs of a strange city, I felt a strange dizziness. 
A strange woman asked if she could help and I was escorted to a 
strange mansion and given some water and a place to rest. Imagine 
my surprise..." (I ean't, hardly!) “.,..when my hostess said, ‘You're 
going to have to pay for this hospitality.'" This imbeoile penman 
then goes on to tell how he is forced to dress ag a maid (circa 
1880) and then shackled to a steel ring set conveniently in milady's 
dressing table. In this horrible (giggle!) position he is then 
made to polish his hostess's boots which have 27 inch heels and 
eleven buttons, or is it the other way around--or, with numbers 
like that, does it even matter? He is then lashed and experiences 
heart-rendering pain. (sic) 


Aw, c'mon, Fella! You'd better render that imagination, too, 
pefore it turns rancid. 


Yet I have a kinder thought lest my cynicism hold unfair sway. 
Miss Ann Aldrich in an excellent assessment of the lesbian condit- 
ion (Carol, In a Thowsand Cities. Gold Medal, 1960) gives a quite 
caustie appraisal of a magazine by and for lesbians. I+ oceurs to 
me upon rereading that her critieal views (and mine) may be imvalid 
in terms of the material which we eonsider. These various fields 
are, after all, quite cirecumsoribed. Perhaps fantasy is the only 
effective way to deal with them. Perhaps honest reality is too 
blunt a teol. 


Perhaps, but I think not. 


There is another grouping to be mentioned here. The largest 


14. 


ef all and one that I call "The Dirty Book Boys." These people-- 
if that is really what they are--with no apparent scruples whatever 
try to interest anyone and everyone, by means of prurient semantic 
dodges of all sorts, in what they have to sell. It might be men- 
tioned here that there is hardly anything available in this market 
for the transvestite, but they would have you believe differently. 
They would have you believe anything if it would convince you to 
make a purchase. Yet this is nothing to their substantive crime 
whieh is a baldly economical one. 


They are quite prepared to sell you a copy, for instance, of 
Jacek Oleek's "Messalina", a novel about the nymphomanical third 
wife of the Roman Emperor Claudius for a sum that is certainly Rom- 
an in itself--nine bucks? 


I do not know what the trade priee was originally but the book 
is now available at several remainder houses (which, incidentally, 
is where most of this stuff comes from) for $2.98 or some such and 
it's out in paperback for around six bits. They will also sell you 
a paperback edition of a book written in 1591 by a Rev. Father An- 
tenio Gallonio called “Torture of the Christian Martyrs" and which 
might be had in any good paperback store for two dollars. Their 
speeial sale price is $10.00 plus "postage" plus “handling” and 
“hurry, they won't last at this price." 


This whole traffic is disgusting and, I am sure, is one of the 
sewers from which the malignant fungus of censorship inevitably 
sproute. 


With a face as straight as their soul is larcenous these sexual 

earrion offer to sell you reputable scientific works and popular- 
izations of such as “hot items". Videlicet: "Voyage From Lesbos, 
"Robertiello, an Avon paperback at thirty-five cents which may be 
had for $5.95--I do not knew for certain, but I weuld venture that 
the hardeover edition from Citadel Press, which is now a ramainder 
house $1.50 special, did not originally cost that much. "Venus 
Castina", C. J. Bulliet, $2.98 (an amazing book and a wonderful ref- 
erence for TV's) is going for only $10.00; "A History of Orgies", 
B. Partridge, originally about four bucks in hard cover and now out 
as an Avon paperbaek for fifty cents has a “hothouse" price of just 
$8.85. You may also proocure a variety of paperbacks from both rep- 
utable and non-reputable houses for--hold your breath!--a buck a 
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copy if you buy in lots of five or more, And the piece de resist- 
anee of this trade, though I have not seen it advertised for quite 
awhile, is the "leng out of print-unexpurgated-hard sover~library 
edition" of Drafft-Ebing's Psyehepathia Sexualis fer which they are 
asking $12.95 or $17.50 or some similar monetary exorbitance. I 

am surprised that there must yet be people who do not knew that thie 
book has been in boekstores all over the eountry off and on for fifty 
years and at three dollars the copy more or less and that most of the 
Glinieal detail is printed, aa it has alwaya been, in Latin. 


Latin being mentioned it might reeall te some minds the well 
worn phrase in that language, eaveat emptor--let the buyer beware. 
Maybe that is a eorreot viewpoint, but I doubt I shall ever be con- 
vinoed. 


You may find the ads for all the aforementioned garbage in the 
back pages of those "He-man, breast, art photo, breast, masculine, 
breast, real masculine, breast--" and like that, whieh disguised as 
slick magazines clutter up most news stands and attract clouds of 
gaping adolescents. 


I have not by any means begun to eonsider everything that is 
available--I do not have access to much of it. Yet my point has 
been that much of what exists outside the world of Chevalier Pub- 
lications is not for me, it answers no question, no oall. There is 
about it an aura of slickness, brittleness and dishonesty that plays 
false with any emotion I might have for it. If I have made my point 
at all yeu will see that I take no issue with any difference ef be- 
havior, criticize no man's taste no matter how mueh it be at variance 
with my ewn or with the norm. My oriticism is of those who would 
make cynical capital of such difference. 


But there is a need for a more constructive appreach than mine 
has been. There is a need, I feel, for an exchange of information 
on what is available te and about us, little though it may be. And 
to this purpose, although I have never written a book review, I will 
contribute suoh information as comes to my attention. I hepe others 
will do the same. I am weary of seeking out things in whieh I might 
be interested only to find that they are crude fantasies on sliek 
paper and seem designed for rich and/or feolish ehildren. 


That I am quite hepefully eonvinced, ain't me! 
---Joanne 
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IT SHOULD HAPPEN TO US... 


It was a large used clothing store and the neatly-dressed 
man went through the women’s apparel portion of the store with 
meticulous care, He inspected the dresses for the silken fabrics 
that seemed most appealing, checked them for details he liked, 
sleeves wide enough and armholes deep enough to accomodate a 


fairly muscular arm, wide enough hems to suit his height, a smart- 
ness of styling. 


So intent was he in his search that he didn't notice the 
handsome woman manager quietly asking the help and other custom- 
ers to leave, then locking the door and lowering the shade behind 
them. He hadn't even noticed that she'd been watching him care- 
fully, noticing how he had paid particularly close attention to 
the satin slips and nightgowns, blouses and robes and dresses 
and how gently his hands had stroked these delectable garments. 


He started slightly when she came up to him and said, "Please 
don’t be frightened. We're all alone here now. May I help you 
try on some of these things that take your fancy?" 


He flushed and stammered, “I-I guess you're--well I'm amaz- 


ed at your insight." Then, wistfully, "Do you think it'd be al- 
right?" 


"Of course,” she assured him. “I understand this interest 
of yours perfectly. And you don’t need to make up a story about 
being an amateur impersonator or having a part in a play or need- 
ing a costume for Halloween or losing a bet, either. Tell you 
what. Just get in that dressing room over there and I'll hand a 
few things in to you. Go ahead, Start undressing.” 


There was a mirror in the room and he saw that he was blush- 
ing as he stripped down to his shorts, shoes and socks and stood 
waiting. Then, to his surprise, she handed through the opening 
in the ourtains not a dress but a new pair of black garter pan- 
ties and a new pair of dark nylons. "Start with these,“ she said. 


He trembled with delight as he completed his stripping and 
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donned the soft, feminine panties, then drew the sleek nylons 

up his legs and gartered them securely and tautly into place. 

When he looked up next, the hand was extending a wired black 

satin and lace bra to him and a gleaming black satin evening slip. 


Expertly, he fastened the brassiere, then turned it around 
his body and slipped his arms under the shoulder straps. How 
nicely it gave the impression of a bosom thanks to its stiffness 
and wiring! And the thrill of the satin slip slithering over 
his arms, down his body and into place was tremendous. 


"I think these shoes will fit you, young lady," the voice 
of the woman said as she handed in a pair of black suede spring- 
olator pumps. 


"Oh, I hope so," he said, his voice rising high. Eagerly 
he slipped his feet into them, and they did fit perfectly. “I 
wish I knew how to thank you for being so understanding," he told 
the woman, 


She brought a beautifully draped black matte jersey gown 
into the booth and held it over his head while he wriggled into 
the clinging garment. “I'll show you how to thank me later," she 
told him. 


Then, to his amazement, she produced a blonde wig, dramatic- 
ally long earrings, a handsome rhinestone bib necklace, and im- 
pressive dinner ring and three matched bracelets of rhinestone, a 
satin evening coat, beaded black satin evening bag and a pair of 
long, suede gloves. He completed his dressing and admired the 
transformation he saw in the mirror. 


“Now come with me into the women's washroom and sit before 
the makeup mirror,“ she ordered. He walked in a feminine, sway- 
ing way to the place she picked out for him and sat there while, 
with sure hand and artistic brush, she lined his eyes, mascaraed 
his lashes, penciled his brows, blued his lids, lipsticked his 
mouth, powdered his face and then perfumed his ears, corsage and 
wig. Then she stood back to admire her creation and said, “Per- 
fect. You look just as I'd hoped you would." 


She made him parade around the store, stopping in front of 
mirrors at intervals, then had him go through the entire stock 
selecting all the clothing that he liked in his size. These she 
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packed into a suitcase and hat box. His men's clothing was lock- 


ed into a metal locker, 


"My car's out in back. Come with me, Drusilla," she said. 


"I've always had a special feeling 
"You're going to try out 
if I like you at the end 
She was stroking 


Trustfully he followed. 
of affection for you TVs," she said. 
now for a week as my mistress, then, 
of that time, you're to become my, uh, wife." 
his leg now and his bosom. "Okay?" 


He took her arm then. The two walked out together. 
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Put 
yourself 
in his 
socks... 


eT 


»-..eAND YOU'LL UNDERSTAND 
WHY HE PREFERS YOUR NYLONS! 
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FEMMEPERGONATION AND THE CHURCH 


by THE VERY REV. MSGR. ADRIAN DWYER 


Editor's Introductory Notes: 


Sinee we have a great many Catholic sisters among us and since 
several of them have indicated te me some concern in regard to the 
attitude of the church on TVism, I asked the Very Rev. Msgr. Adrian 
DiVcmnOomcomipen toni nemsmoneci fOr helbemehiitaos ourersaqders, 
Msgr. Dwyer is a member of a dioceam tribunal--the office of the 
church concerned with marriagse and divorce problems. In this cap- 
acity he has hecome acquainted with the subject through having sev- 
eral couples in whose marriage TVism was a problem, come before him. 
In corresponding with him I presented the concept of FemmePerson- 
ation to him and he has understood the psychology and philosophy 
behind the word and thus uses the abbreviation "FP" in his article. 


In a cevering letter coming with the article itself he says, 
"IT tried deliberately to keep my remarks general enough so as to 
avoid a consideration of the moral issues connected with FP which 
might be peculiar to Catholics alone. The problems referred to 
must bother many FPs, no matter what their Church affiliation might 
ISS 5 


iTean techie abeOnOhemtiic ObvVilotsmeri ters that. Lepropaccd allot 
of questions, but didn't give any specific answers, I think it nec- 
essnry to say that specific answers to the questicns proposed cannot 
be given except on an individual basis, because circumstances will 
differ from case to case, So, even though you may have a hundred 
men asking the same question, you can't give them all the same an- 
swer, because what might be advisable in one case, might do irrep-— 
aratle harm in another. 


Nobody knows all the answers, but the opportunity offered for 
communication by Transvestia, the Femmemirror, the Jlubs, and the 
Samp, will give individuals ample facility for airing their problems 
ane there is nothing that dissipates problems like getting them cut 
in the oren. Preblems thrive on secrecy, and this is especially 
true cf icra promonce 


Slmcerediye Vous, 
Adrian Dwyer 
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Dear Editor: 


It is impossible to give a "statement of policy" in answer to 
your question about the attitude of the Catholic Church toward FP. 
The Church does make official statements on moral questions when 
she considers it necessary to do so, but, for the most part, indiv- 
idusals are expected to form their own consciences and to solve their 
own problems by the application of general moral principles. When 
advics is needed, one can obtain it from his confessor or some othe: 
priest in whom he may wish to confice,. 


It seems to me that some men actually do practice FP without 
serious moral danger to themselves or anyone else. These people do 
not have a moral prcblem, since there is nothing intrinsically evil 
in edoptine cme manner of dress in preference Voranouner..5 unlem mac 
that aman may assume the dress and general appesrance of a woman 
is not in itself and ky itself 4 seriously immoral act. 


In contrast to these FPs, who do not have a morsl rrobiem, 
others will be troubled ta vecaceience onvwaccount) Of Warlous din 
iculties, Sexual acts incidental to or actually connected with 
FP are the most obvious problem, but many others can be a source of 
trouble. 


A father may worry about what his conduct may mean in terms 
of his responsiviiity as a father: What effect will hives HP have 
on his children? Does the time taken up by FP and the deception 
which goes with it, if his children are not to know, represent a 
Hepa volblial jetcvetievenn he Vislia Clini? Her lle) selolilelaicre, Gio) i omels OMine, Ince wii ttal 
jt affect their lives? Is it possible that his FP might be the 
oceasion of moral disaster for his children? 


A husband may have similar prececupations about the moral 
strain imposed on his wife by FP: Do his activities cause her to 
have moral problems which she would not have otherwise? How much 
guilt must he assume for quarrelling, resentment and even hatred 
engendered by FP? If the marriage goes on the rocks, won't it be 
his fault? 


Besides these fairly obvious protliems others a little more 
subtle suggest themselves: In view of the serious financinl burdens 
imposed on the ordinary family man by the daily needs of his family, 
to say nothing of provision for the future, how can he justify the 
expense of FP? Or another: Since in our civilization one's manner 
of dress amounts to an open declaration of one's sex with all that 
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that implies, doesn't FP amount to a serious lie, at least where 
the deception might compromise other people? 


FPs are not unique in that they have problems, but they are 
in a special class in that they do have strong personal motives for 
keeping their problems under cover. This tendency to hide makes it 
extremely difficult for FPs to find solutions to their problems, 
not because the problems themseives are any more difficult than those 
of other people, but because you can never solve a problem, if you 
won't get it out in the open and give it some good, honest, realis- 
tic consideration. Sometimes it will be sufficient to just take a 
good look at a problem to make its solution evident. Frequently a 
discussion of the problem will achieve the same result, In other 
cases the sympathy and understanding of other people will give an 
individual the strength and courage to work things out for himself, 


An FP who consults a priest about his problems will usually 
find that the priest will make a sincere effort to help, but, given 
the unusual nature of the FP phenomenon and the reluctance many FPs 
seem to feel to ask help from people whose reaction to their problem 
they cannot foresee, it may well be that FPs will get their most 
effective help from other FPs,. 


Nobody expects, of course, that the help FPs may give one an- 
other should eliminate the need for the guidance of experts in diff- 
icult moral problems, but frequently a man who has solved a problem 
himself can show the way to another who has a similar problem, and 
even where professional help is necessary, it frequently helps, if 
one can "break the ice" on a non-professional level. It is for this 
reason that the program of education which you have undertaken and 
the various activities that have sprung directly or indirectly from 
your efforts can serve a valuable purpose in promoting the spirit- 
ual welfare of FPs and in enabling them to find peace of conscience, 


If WOULD NEVER HAPPEN TO AN FP! 


Betty: “How did that detective 
manage to catch you when you were 
disguised as a woman"? 


Bill: "I made a boo-boo, I passed 
a dress shop without looking in 
the window.” 


LETTER TO A TV FRIEND 


I am so happy to have had the opportunity of meeting you and 
of finding our interests so similar and of hearing that there are 
many others like us who prefer feminine attire, I had begun to 
think that I was unique in my wish to wear corsets, high heels 
and soft silke, usually considered the perogative of the female, 
and now to learn that there are thousands with similar inclinat-— 
ions has literally taken my breath away. What a pity it is that 
convention will not allow us to appear in public so attired, for 
we are thus compelled to wear our pretty things in privacy, or al- 
ternatively to assume a female role when venturing out. 


From my teens, I had developed a secret passion for girl's 
clothes, and I had gradually accumulated quite a variety of things 
in my bedroom. One day my aunt, with whom I lived, found a pretty 
pair of knickers amongst my underwear, where I had hurriedly thrown 
them and forgotten about them. She questioned me closely, thinking 
I was having a liaison with some girl, and I confessed. She was 
at first shocked, but in a day or two, having seen me dress up as 
a girl, she sympathized with me and indulged my fancy by letting 
me continue to change over, 


TI used to enjoy private change-over evenings before a large 
mirror my aunt installed in my room, and I got many a thrill from 
tight-lacing and the use of high heels, long stockings, dainty 
lingerie and frocks, posing to my heart's content. I usually got 
quite excited and had to do something about it, but I must stress 
that this was not the aim and purpose in my dressing up--it was 
definitely to make myself as girlish as possible in every way. 
Hence, with my aunt's help, I went in for detail, using earrings, a 
blonde wig, false rubber breasts, makeup and the tightest of cor- 
sets. I even wore a tight silk swathe between my thigh-tops, so 
that the illusion was not spoilt when I was dressing or undressing 
or lounging in negligé¢e. 


My use of things feminine was extended to wearing corsets, 
stockings and pretty undies beneath my masculine outers, and it 
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was this which led me to my wife. I was at a dance when I met 
her, We seemed drawn together in some invisible way, so that we 
had several dances together and afterwards drove home in my car. 
On the way, we stopped and kissed, when quite suddenly Helen, 

who had an arm around my waist, asked me point-blank how long I 
had been wearing corsets. She had felt them through my suit. I 
was taken aback, but she soon set my mind at rest by saying it 

was a pity that more men didn't do so. Then her hand on my thigh 
encountered a suspender through my trouser-leg, and she asked wheth- 
er I was wearing long stockings too. I felt confused for a moment 
but, sensing an affinity of spirits, I told her I was and that my 
use of girlish things was not limited to this. The warmth of 
feeling she at once showed towards me thrilled me through and 
through, for I had feared she would end our friendship then and 
there, whereas now I felt she liked me the more because of my un- 
usual tastes. 


And so it was. Helen came to see me, and I had dressed in 
my best things. She was delighted and during the evening she pro- 
posed to me, We became engaged and shortly afterwards were married. 
I've been extremely happy in my married life, for Helen has always 
encouraged my adoption of femininity in every possible way. No- 


thing pleases her, or me, more than to have me around the house 
completely transformed into a girl. 


She always supervises my transformation and often adds some 
dainty item or other to my already extensive wardrobe. Although 
I continue to appear in public as a male, at home I am always in 
female guise, for Helen has encouraged me, not only to dress com- 
pletely as a girl, but to make up and act as one. She has trained 
me very thoroughly in the adoption of a girl's mannerisms, and I 
have spent hours under her supervision, practising poise, gestures, 
ways of walking and sitting, and even the art of looking fascin- 
ating to unknowing masculine eyes! At all times she is critical, 
calling my attention to any slight lapses. 


She has had my ears pierced and has bought two very expen- 
sive blonde wigs for me, which I wear over my own wavy hair, 
which I have grown as long as I can decently wear it in male attire. 
Indeed, at home my own hair can be dressed in quite a feminine 
style. She has insisted on my tight-lacing, so that now my waist- 
line measures only 22" over my frock. My heels have become prog- 
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ressively higher, till I can now comfortably wear shoes with 5- 
inch heels. She has now undertaken the final feminine touch, by 
endeavouring to increase the size and sensitivity of my breasts 
by massage and the use of a water-vacuum pump she obtained in 
Paris. Already I am the proud possessor of twin mounds that many 
a girl would love to have, so that I can wear a decollete gown or 
a sunbathing suit without having recourse to my falsies. But for 
my voice, I could pass anywhere as a girl, and a pretty girl, too, 
according to Helen and also to the reflection I see in my mirror. 


Our sex~life is quite normal, though Helen insists on my 
being dressed completely as a girl when we are together. She main- 
tains that my tight-lacing is good for me in more ways than one, 
and I feel she is right. Helen has devised a neat little pink 
silken strap which effectively conceals my masculinity, even when 
I am wearing skin-tight panties. Indeed, Helen laughingly says 
that in my filmiest and most revealing undies I'd successfully de- 
ceive even a panel of discerning matrons!! 


I have become so accustomed to the feminine role that I find 
myself far more at home in skirts than in trousers, in which I am 
now beginning to feel dressed up! Helen often talks of the possib- 
ility of my living always as a female. It is a thrilling dream to 
me, but, if it comes true, we shall have to find a business to 
occupy us. Since meeting you, I have been toying with the idea of a 
ladies’ outfitting business, which could be developed to include 
facilities for men with feminine tastes and for ladies desirous of 
effeminizing their boys and menfolk. 


I wish you luck in your search for an understanding wife, like 
my own Helen, and I do hope you'll write to me from time to time. 
Helen, who was once a typist, often does my letters for me, and 
that is precisely what she is doing now--typing this letter, as I 
dictate it to her. I for my part am sitting in a diaphanous neg- 
ligée wrap over black georgette camiknickers, opera-length sheer 
nylons (I love tights and full-length stockings) clipped to a tiny 
corselette very tightly laced, a pair of saucy beribboned garters 
and 6-inch-heeled cross-strapped shoes--quite an alluring picture, 
as the big wall mirror tells me, especially as my negligée falls 
open, my legs are crossed and one dainty shoe is balancing up and 
down in front. I am, of course, heavily made up, acented and be- 
jewelled, and I feel almost a Narcissistic tendency to fall in love 
with myself as I note my outstanding points. Such are the delic- 


ious thrills which go together with a transformation into a pretty 
girl. 
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EPICODE 


by WINFIE 


I don't like playing with boys, they're rough and they call me 
names, I don't like school either. I gaze out of the window and 
think of things that I can't tell anyone. Sometimes I feel lonely. 
But if I don't tell someone soon I'll bust. 


My brother Tom,--he's twenty-one--buys magazines and keeps 
them in his room, Some have pictures of girls in them. Sometimes 
I sneak in there when he's out, and look at them. One day I found 
a different kind of magazine, On the front was a picture of a pret- 
ty girl. I like girls better than boys--lots better. I sat and 
looked through the pages and read a little too. I'm ten and I can 
read pretty good. The first pages told about the girl on the front 
and I found out that she wasn't really a girl; she was a man. 


It made me feel funny and strange inside but happy too because 
lots of times I've dreamed of being a girl. I pushed the magazine 
inside my shirt and ran off to my room as fast as I could. I hid 
it in a good place, I wanted to read and read it but I knew that 
Tom would be in for his supper any time so I had to wait. 


Funny! He never did ask anybody about the magazine. I wonder- 
ed why. That night, Mom and Dad and my sister--she's a year older 
than I am--went to a movie and Tom went out with another guy. That. 
suited me fine. I fished the book out of its hiding vlace and lay 
on my tummy on my bed and read it clear through. 


Gee, I liked that magazine, ‘specially the girl-~man whose pic- 
ture was on the front. He sure looked like a girl; prettier than 
some Tom knows and he had been like me when he was my age. He had 
a sister, too, 


As I read I felt myself becoming excited. I felt excited all 
over. Tingly, but more than that, kind of all warm inside. Any- 
way I liked the feeling. 


Then, after I had read again about the pretty girl on the cov- 
er, I put the magazine under my pillow and did what I sometimes do 
when nobody's around. I went into my sister Mary's room. I knew 
just where she kept her pretty clothes. How I wished they were 
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mine, but some day 1'll have some too. I picked out some things and 
hurried back to my room. My folks wouldn't be back for a long time. 
They wouldn't be worrying about me ‘cause they knew that I never 
got into trouble when they went out. I like to read and listen to 
records, 


I took off my clothes and was glad that my hands and knees 
weren't very dirty, but looking at the pretty things lying on my 
bed, I felt I wanted to be really clean so I took a bath. Eet my 
mom would be surprised if she knew! 


I rushed back to my room and put on the panties. You know some 
thing? When I say the word 'panties' or think of it I feel all ex- 
cited, just like I did when I read the magazine, 


Why don't boys wear pretty panties like Mary's? They feel sv 
soft an? heve pretty tace around ths legs. I sat on the bed and ran 
my fiasers over the lace and thought about being a girl. Next it 
sut on a real fluffy and lacy petticoat and it felt all tickly arou- 
nd my knees, Then I took a pretty blue nylon dress out of sis' 
eloset and put that on too. I was glad that I could wear Sis' white 
Sunday slippers ton ‘cause boy's shoes looked awful funny with such 
pretty clothes, Then I looked at myself in the long mirror. I 
turned quickly and saw the lace of the full petticoat. I did it 
again--and again--and over and over. i felt like dancing. I don't 
know why. 


All dressed up I sat on my bed and read the magazine again. 
There were pictures of 'Charlotte', that's her name-~I mean the name 
he calls himself when he's a girl. I think I'll call myself 'Jean- 
ette' but I']1 never tell anybody--the other kids would give me heck. 
When I get big I'm going to have my pictures in a magazine like she 
has, too, 


There were ads in the magazine toc--by TVs--that's what it says 
those guys are, TVs! I must be one because I feel like being a 
girl and putting on pretty things. Wish I could write to one of the 
'girls' who put ads in the magazine, I guess I'm too young and 
they wouldn't answer and anyway I don't have any money. Gee! These 
panties feel smooth. Wish I could wear them all the time. I like 
to touch them and feel the pretty lace. Why can't boys wear them 
too--all the time? Girls wear jeans and shorts and cut their hair 
short. Anyway I can wear my hair pretty long; bet it would look 
cute if it was longer. I like my hair y'know, it's black and wavy 
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and I must have some Irish in me because my eyes are blue. Some 
of the girls say they like my eyes and one of my aunts--I like her 
a lot--said once that I should have been a girl. I sure wish I 
was, then I could wear pretty things all the time. 


Gosh, it's getting dark. It's be just too bad if Dad and Mom 
caught me dressed like this, though it might not be so bad though 
because I heard of a boy who was dressed in his sister's clothes 
because he was naughty. Maybe I ought to try doing something bad 
and see what would happen, 


I sure wish I could wear this dress all the time, I wish I had 
others too, Say, I might keep these panties. Mary might think 
they sot lost, I'll put them with the magazine. With my paint set. 
That's another thing, I like to paint. I wish I could paint sun- 
sets sometimes, they're so beautiful! At school, I get good grades 
in art and the teacher says I'm good ai it but some of the boys call 
me a goofball because of it. 


Some of the girls at school like me real well and I sure like 
them. There's a cute girl same age as me that lives near us. Her 
name is Patty. She has no brother or sister and her mom doesn't 
mind if I go over there and play. We play girl's games, though we 
are both good swimmers too, you know, Sometimes her mom goes out 
shopping and leaves us by ourselves, One day, oh a long time ago, 
six months maybe, we were playing with paper dolls in her bedroom. 
We were both stretched on our stummicks on her bed. She wriggled 
and her dress got pushed up high and I saw her panties. That was 
the first time I really saw any girl's panties, I looked away but 
had to look again. I wanted to touch them, they were so pretty and 
had pretty lace on. Jane turned round and saw me looking. She 
Biggled and asked if I liked her panties. I said a little huffily 
that they were panties. What I wore were pants. 


Her panties sure were pretty and I just had to touch them. I 
felt funny between my legs and took my hand away. 


‘You can touch them' said Jane. ‘I like you, you're sweet, 
would you like to see my other panties? (Without waiting for my 
answer she hopped off the bed and opened a drawer. I scrambled uf 
and went over, The drawer was filled with panties, sox with pretty 
tops, lacy slips and when I said how pretty they were, she pulled 
me over to a cupboard and showed me dresses and dresses and some of 
those petticoats that stand out all real good and lacy. My face 


31. 


was red and I felt, well I gan't quite tell you, but it was real 
good like when a little kitten slides along your arm or leg. 


Jane must have guessed how I felt ‘cause she said ‘Mommy won't 
be back for a while. Why don't you see how you'd look in some of 
these? .How my heart jumped--nearly into my throat. Then suddenly 
I remembered that I was made differently from Jane. I said I would 
love to try on some of her pretty things, but she'd have to go out 
of the room while I changed. Jane left and I took off my clothes 
real quick and put on the panties so she wouldn't see. Just as I 
let go of the elastic she rushed in. ‘Hurry up' she said 'I want 
to see how you look’. I felt funny with the panties on, but it was 
awful nice too. { stood and looked at the lace until Jane picked 
up a slip and soon we were both dressing me. Even the shoes fit. 
They were patent leather and with white socks looked swell. 


‘Look at yourself', Jane said; she put a hand to her mouth and 
stared at me as I looked at myself in the mirror. I looked like 
Steve--that's me~-and yet I didn't. I liked myself as a girl. 

Yes, I looked like Jeanette! 


"Call me Jeanette" I whispered with a blush and when she did 
I just had to kiss her. Jane looked as though she couldn't believe 
her eyes--not because I kissed her--I'd done that before-~-but be- 


cause she thought I looked like a very pretty girl. Suddenly she 
gave me a big hug and said in a half whisper. 


"I like you this way better. Whenever mommy goes out let's 
dress you up again. You can put on my Sunday dress next time. 
This weekend I'm getting some new panties and a real pretty slip. 
f']1 let you see them when you come over next time." Then she told 
me to change again and in a few minutes time I was back in my boy's 
clothes. How rough they felt. 


We played together until her mother came back and then I went 
home. I walked home slowly. Once I nearly went through a ‘wait' 
sign. I was way up in the clouds. I could still feel the softneas 
of those panties--still could see their lovely color and I was mak- 
ing plans for the next time that I could wear them, In the mean- 
time I still had that magazine. TRANSVESTIA it's called. I'm go- 
ing to read it over again. I wish I had four dollars so I could 
get another. Tom might get one but I couldn't take it too. He 
would be suspicious. 


Just wait until I'm as big as Charlotte and I'll have my pic- 
tures in) wt too. Winfie, Calif. 


32. 


— 


| 


i 


PHI PI EPSILON NEWS 


As of this issue one of our major goals has come to pass. A 
national sorority has been officially begun. The group in Los An- 
geles formerly known as the "HOSE and HEELS" club has been dissolved 
as such. Those members of it who chose to apply and were accepted 
by the selection committee have reconstituted themselves as the 
Alpha Chapter of PHI PI EPSILON and held their first organizational 
meeting on March 16. There were 15 FPs, 5 wives and 4 interested 
women present, At this meeting various policies and procedures 
were adopted. The work of the organizational committee was endorsed 
and approved, A committee was elected to consider a provisional 
set of by-laws, though it was agreed not to adopt the conclusions 
of this committee until the proposed by-laws had been circulated to 
several other representative FPE leaders in other parts of the coun- 
try to insure that the ideas expressed were acceptable to groups 
other than this one. 


It was also decided to adopt a design for the vin as submitted 
by the committee, and bids for cost are to be obtained both as a 
lapel pin for men and as a decorative broach for women. 


Enthusiasm for the future of the organization was high and as 
applications are received from others in other areas and their prox- 
imity to each other opens the possibility of a group being formed, 
charters will be issued and leaders appointed, The time will come 
when we can point to the organization with pride provided everybody 
absorbs the spirit and purposes of it and helps it to grow, become 
established and useful. 


In addition to simply meetings where the girls can express 
themselves openly, PHI PI EPSILON has more serious work to do. It 
is one thing to be given an opportunity to let oneself out in the 
open, but that is not sufficient reason for the Sorority to exist 
nor would it be adequate to sustain it for long. Any organization 
has to have some serious purpose behind it to be a real creative 
force. So in addition to social gatherings the Sorority will spon- 
sor other activities timed in the first place at helping the indiv- 
iduals to help themselves in achieving guilt free self acceptance, 
and then to aid wives, parents or friends to understand the whole 
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phenomenon. Unfortunately attempts to explain FP to oqutsiders 
usually bogs down in a lot of rationalizations ‘about the feel of 
the clothes, how pretty they are, etc, etc; thess “explanations” are 
never acceptable to others because they instinctively know that 
they are not “strong" enough, they are. too shallow and obvious 
attempts to justify something which must be more deeply motivated. 
The outsider for his part generally presumes that this motivation 
4s identical with that of homosexuality and he bases this conclus- 
ion on insufficient information about homosexuality. The FP him- 
self feels inside that the behaviour is more deeply motivated but 
cannot explain why because he does not know. He is ignorant of his 
own psyche and the forces at work in it. To get at the truth of 
the matter requires some doing. 


PHI PI EPSILON-Alpha has broken ground on this project now. 
A group "brainstorm" session was recently held, the first of many 
we hope. With the presence of a practicing psychologist, a minister 
and several wives we began to examine the question of whether the 
need for FP expression was solely a problem of the personality which 
showed it, part of the “cost of doing business" for that individual 
or whether it represented a manifestation of something of a more 
general nature which merely rose to the surface or was present in 
more intense form in a particular personality. The concensus was 
that there was a certain portion of femininity in most males as 
well as masculinity in females and that since society did not permit 
free expression of these traits particularly in males, the pressure 
to express part of oneself came out in FemmePersonating among other 
possible solutions, The discussion was billed as 8-10 but went on 
till 12:30 A.M. It proved my continuous contention, namely that 
there is just vastly more to this problem than either most FPs nor 
outsiders including most pychiatrists realize. 


This was only the first such meeting. During it we laid out 
a number of other matters worth a night's discussion, all by them- 
selves. Here, then, is the way in which FPE can make a real contri- 
pution not only to the welfare of the participating individuals but 
to the understanding of the problem itself and even more widely to- 
wards understanding some of the aspects of the human psyche which 
are otherwise inscrutable. If it should be of some consolation to 
all of you, to realize that FPation is more important than you may 
have thought. 


A little further enlightenment about the purposes of PHI PI 
EPSILON are in order since it is obvious from letters that all is 
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not completely clear. In the first place, membership applications 
are sent only to those who request them--they are not to be sent 
broadside to all subscribers. Secondly, there are many who are not 
interested in a Sorority and this is fine. By the same token, there 
are those who are interested in it who are not necessarily ready 
for it. Some have poo-pooed its purposes directly to me (Virginia) 
and others indirectly to others who have relayed it. Let me hasten 
to say that this neither surprises, hurts nor disappoints me. On 
the contrary, it is to be expected and only proves the need of the 
Sorority's existence. Were all TVs true FPs and all on the same 
level of development like children in a given grade in school, psy- 
chiatry would long ago have figured out all the answers and we'd 
all know where we atand. However, there are degrees of development 
in the field of personality expression as most everywhere else. 
Here there are two kinds of development--one is the development of 
growth in understanding and acceptance, the other is simply a dev- 
elopment of intensity. 


Some amongst our group see this development simply as one of 
degree and postulate stages such as; (1) the locked door, single 
article, erotic stage; (2) the full wardrobe-once around the block 
at night stage; (3) the sccial integration stage of shopping, try- 
ing on clothes, eating in restaurants, etc., stage; (4) the male 
escort, dining, dancing and romancing stage, leading rapidly to}; 
(5) the completely “mixed up kid" who wants to go all the way but 
is inhibited due to ingrained revulsion at the idea of being a homo- 
sexual and who considers sex-change surgery, but fears that this 
isn't the answer either, who then decides he had better quit alto- 
gether but who finds he can't do that either, the stage 5 person 
therefore, finds himself blocked in all directions and just doesn't 
know what to do. 


These stages are purely arbitrary divisions along a pathway 
from juvenile eroticism to middle-aged debauchery, insanity due to 
confusion or suicide due to desperation. They have no reality other 
than measures of how far one has traveled the road. Fortunately it 
is not necessary to travel that road to its unfortunate triple des- 
tination if one can come to some understanding of what is making 
him travel on this road at all. When this is ascertained he can see 
himself with some perspective and learn to accept and live with him- 
self at a reasonable level just the same as civilized men have tc 
understand and live with a lot of other motivations that, left un- 
fettered, would destroy him and society alike. Thus it is precisely 
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to save people from going down this road that PHI PI EPSILON comes 
into existance. Many things are done by the human race that are 
enjoyable and helpful when not "run into the ground". Thus a bit 

of alcohol before dinner is physiologically useful science tells 

us, but everybody knows the end result of extremes in its use, 
Likewise’ the practice of cross dressing can be a "thing of beauty 
and a joy forever" if it is done with understanding, acceptance and 
enjoyment. But if there is always some new "thrill" which must be 
attained; if the individual becomes more concerned with imitation 

of the female sex than he is with the feminine gender (that is to 
say with femininity below the belt than femininity above it); if 
there is always just one more gonl to be attained, ultimate failure, 
frustration, disillusionment and perhaps something even.more serious 
are as sure as tomorrow's dawn. It cannot be otherwise. We are 
NOT women and in trying to push our personation of them to the ul- 
timate we cannot help but come to a shipwreck on the hard rock of 
this fact, Let us therefore not try to be females, let us try to 
be ladies--there is a big difference as any proper lady can tell 


you. 
. The growth and development that we are concerned with in this 
| Sorority begins at the same point, the locked door stage, but while 
we wish to unlock the physical door and perhaps go out in the open, 
it is even more important to unlock the mantal and emotional door 
and get out into the openness of self understanding, self accept- 
ance and social intercourse with otner FPS and with other non-FPs 
who see” that this expression of femininity is not only reasonable, 
in our culture it is almost necessary for the male, though not nec- 
) essarily through TVism. ‘Far better he should wear the tight lacing 
corset on his body than to remain tightly laced within the arbit- 
rary and constricted mental confines to which present day society 


tries to limit the male. 


So the sorority is here for those whose development has taken 
them to the point of FemmePersonation which differs from simple 
transvestism in much the same way as being a champion Olympic swim- 
mer differs from the person who simply puts on a bathing suit and 

; gets in the pool. Cross-dressing may be done for criminal, immoral 
or entertainment purposes or just "for the hell of it", but to truly 
FemmePersonate one has to have development to the point of knowing 

H | that he possesses a feminine component, accepting it, and express- 
ing it. Is that YOU?? 


. 36. 


DO you have two other isportant characteristics too? These 
are first an awareness that there is more to this whole matter than 
you presently know end that you want to find this for yourself. 
Second do you have any urge to be cof what help you can to others 
who may not have progressed as far in understanding as you have? 
The key words of this organization are: 


KNOWLEDGE SERVICE 


If these three concepts fit you, send for the Sorority folder and 
application form, 


KHEHKERAKKHHE 


At its next to last meeting an event took place at the HOSE 
and HEELS that probably has no parallel in FP circles. WE HAD A 
REAL GENUINE WEDDING. One of our “girls" found a girl (real type) 
who understood FP, in fact who enjoyed the whole idea. Since one 
of our members is a minister and entitled to perform the ceremony 
it was decided to have it right at our meeting. It was a beautiful 
ceremony and although the phenomenon of transvestism was not in- 
volved in the ceremony, the minister made use of the concepts of 
masculinity and femininity within each of us as means of expressing 
our complete and true selves. He indicated that this marriage had 
something extra to build on since there was complete knowledge of 
and acceptance of each others total personality. This would pro- 
vide another type of bond between these two persons. 


After the ceremony both the groom and the best man retired up- 
stairs and after a bit rejoined the rest of the girls in femmidress. 
Then, in addition to our usual refreshments, they cut the wedding 
cake for us all. Never were there so many bridesmaids at a wedding. 
A wonderful time was had by all of us and we all wish the new couple 
all the happiness possible. 


For the single girls among us, the fact of this wedding should 
be of some encouragement. A loving and understancing helpmate can 
be found, but only if you have grown enough to be able to accept 
yourself without guilt and to have acquired some understanding of 
underlying factors so that you can tell of your feelings without 
projecting negative thoughts to the girl of your choice. If FP- 
ation is clean, good, and wonderful to you, some of this will rad- 
iate out to her, but if you are guilty, ashamed and apologetic, 
she'll get the message, but you won't get the girl. Think it over. 
Here too PHI PI EPSILON can help. Virginia. 
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WEDDING PARTY 
BEFORE 


THE BRIDE AND *BRIDE" CUTTING 
THEIR WEDDING CAKE 
WITH ALL THE GIRLS. 
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Hints and Helps 


by BETTY 


HANDS: Use a pumice stone to rub off all the dead skin, and smooth 
the hands. Such a stone can be purchased at a cosmetic counter or 
fa five and ten. The one for the hands has a groove cut in it to fit 

the finger tips and around the finger nails. 


FINGERNAILS: A good manicure set is a must. After using a pumice 
;stone you will find that the nippers in the set will get all the 
‘hard skin removed nicely. Then you can go over them again with the 
stone and after the polish is on you will feel well rewarded. A 
girl's hands are in the open so much that this cannot be neglected. 


EYEBROWS: I find that by using a pair of watchmaker tweezers and 
a magnifying mirror I can tweeze out each individual hair to make 
a perfect looking set of brows. The broad tipped tweezers and the 
tweezing of more than one hair at a time tends to break the hair 
rather than remove it by the root. This gives an unruly look to 
the brows within a few days. 


LEGS: I have found that women are constantly modeling their legs. 
One must sit, stand, stoop, or walk in such a way that the legs are 
being used to their best advantage. From most of the pictures I 
have seen of TVs sitting down I can extend one big suggestion; don't 
ever let your lap go above being level!!! By this I mean if you 
cross your legs do it so that the knee is not higher than the thigh. 
Try to keep your lap level and you will appear feminine. If you 
have legs that are on the heavy side, never wear seamless hose. 

You will find that hose with a seam will give a thinner look to 

your legs. The darker shades of hosiery also help to make the legs 
appear to be thinner than what they are. 


LIPS: It is an absolute must to USE A BRUSH! Outline the lip 
shape with the brush and then you may fill in with the lipstick it- 
self. 1 find sc many are afraid to go over the natural lip lines. 
A full set of well-shaped lips are so much nicer than just two nar- 
row lines of red. I might say that a good book or magazine giving 
instructions on the basic things of makeup is a must to all TVs. 
From the basic steps you will have to discover what is best for 
your face. A book cannot tell you this, experiment for yourself. 
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I find that a tube of lipstick from the Five and Ten can be used for 
times when we just want some color. This type of lipstick is us- 
ually not the indelible type and will wash off with soap and water 
easily. -¥or long time wesring of course I use the Kissproof or in- 
delible type. If nothing else at least try to keep the upper and 
lower lip about the same size. It never appears well to have one 
lip thin 2nd the other full! 


MASCARA: Masenra, eyz-liner, and eyeshadows are very touchy things 
If used properly they add to the beauty of tne eyes, but if used 
wrong, they make one look worse than if nothing was used. For or- 


dinary use one can put on a coat of mascara and that is all that is 
needed, provided one has nice lashes and fairly long. If the lashes 
are short then a few coats of mascara will make them show better. 
If it happens that your lashes are very short, or the eyes are deep@ 
set, then I suggest false lashes to make them show up. Eye-liner 

is used as the instructions on the container it comes in tell you, 
It takes much practice to use it to best advantage and if used wrong 
it will give the eyes a weird look. If you are in doubt, then just 
line the upper lid, and leave the bottom lid without any liner, 
This applies to mascara also, Eye-shadow can be used sparingly 
most any time, but when it is used so as to be noticeable at all 
then it must be used with skill and even then on special occasicns 
only...usually for evening wear, 


HAIR: There is so much that has been said about hair that I won't 
bother you here with details. If you want it removed permanently 
then I sugrest electrolysis. For temporary removal use any method 
you like but I have found the following works well. An electric 
razor of the heavy duty Men's type is good for the legs and mest 
other parts of the body. If you want the hair shorter and a smooth 
er feeling you can use any of the depilatories on the market such 
as Nair, Neet, etc., but they are tco expensive for most of us to 
use regularly. For the arms I singe the hair off. Simply turn on 
a burner of the kitchen range and pass your arm over the flame and 
burn the hair away. If this is done correctly the hair will burn 
off to the skin line and will not feel coarse. Of course it will 
take a bit of caution so you don't burn your arm but there really 
is no great danger to this. I find this way is best rather than 
using a safety razor. I have nicked my legs and arms with a safety 
razor many times and after a few years the scars add up. A good 
Lotion will finish the job nicely. On the subject of hair I might 
add that plain White Vaseline applied to the lashes and eyebrows 
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each night will keep them soft and manageable. Rub in the vase- 
line and then smooth the brows to lay the nair out toward the oater 
edges of the eyes in their natural line. Trained in this manner 

you will find they are easy to pencil in and will look very natural 
when you are made up. As for a WIG, there is no substitute for an 
expensive wig. It will look natural and will comb and act as though 
it is your hair. Purchase one from a good wig maker and have it 
custom made, The money will be well spent and you will enjoy it 
better than ten cheap ones, 


WALKING: I have heard so many theories on how to walk. I find 
that if one observes how women walk it is simple, One rule I have 
to offer: hold your elbows close to your body. lLet your arms move 
naturally and don't attempt to add to their movement. Nothing is 
worse than a movement that is exaggerated. Walk with a slower step 
than a man takes and this will compensate for the length of the 
step. Don't worry about hip movement as it will appear correct if 
the step and walking is as it should be. Just take a confident 
step, walk tall and proud with the head up and looking ahead, Let 
the hips fall where they may. 


CLOTHING: There is nothing worse than ill-fitting clothes. I make 
all my own or have them custom made. One good, well-fitted outfit 


is worth ten that do not fit properly. If you are tall then of 
course the Tall Fashions are a must. No matter what size or shape 
you are, Tailored clothes are wonderful. If you are able to have 
clothes made by a seamstress or another such person, I might remind 
you that patterns should be purchased one size larger than what you 
get in store bought dresses, The size will come out the same but 
it is the way patterns run, so you need one size larger. 


SMOKING: While smoking hold your cigarette away from your head and 
off to the side of the body. This is so that you won't burn your 
hair, or drop hot ashes on your lap and ruin a nice dress or skirt. 
NEVER walk out of a house, dining room, or car with a cigarette ir. 
your hand. It just isn't done, so you must put it out even if it 
is a fresh one, 


COCKTAILS: It is accepted as proper for a lady to leave a littie 
in the glass. Never "bottom-up" a drink of any kind. This is very 
awkward to do anyhow and will never look proper. 


TALKING: Of course if you are in a group you have to train your 
voice to sound feminine. It will depend on how feminine a voice you 
have how much talking you can do, If you doubt how your voice 
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sounds then all you can do is listen. If called on to speak for 
some reason then do your best and speak in a subdued tone but so 
it will be understandable (or you will just have to repeat it). 

You will find that speaking slowly is better than speaking fast. 
When a woman speaks fast-she usually is angry. Anyhow, let the men 
do the talking... 


FIGURE: The shape of the figure you desire is up to you. You may 
purchase pads for the hips, derriere, and the bust. I leave all 
this up to how rounded you wish to look but for the bust I say this: 
try to appear what the bust size should be according to a chart of 
women's sizes. Don't look too small nor too large. 


MISCELLANEOUS: Most TVs are taller or larger than women so clothes 
in the large sizes are hard to find. I have catalogs from SPIEGELS 
in Chicago and one from NATIONAL BELLA HESS in Kansas City. These 

may help you..the latter even carries women's gloves in size 10. 


I find that a Polaroid camera helps to give me an idea of what I 
look like to others. I can dress, take a picture and see it in 10 
seconds and have a good idea of how I look. For nicer pictures I 

use a camera that can take color. Some of these pictures in color 


are most satisfying. 


If you are intent to look and act as a perfect women I might sugg- 
est this: I have found that a color movie camera will give you a 
truthful answer to what you look and act like in front of others... 
of course you need a friend or wife to take the pictures. Plan an 
act of some sort for yourself and then act it out while the other 
person takes the pictures with the movie camera. Try to be natural 
and relaxed while you go through the film. Do a little at a time 
and do several things. When you see the film projected you will 

be able to see all your errors. We need not be concerned about 
what you do properly as that needs no attention. Concentrate on 
the errors and then take more pictures to see if you are progress- 


ing. 


I hope some of these heip. If you find just one suggestion of any 
help I shall be glad. Perhaps you care to write me and I will go 
further into detail. A letter in care of Virginia will reach me. 


May all your wishes come to you, 


Betty. 
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OUT OF THE FEMME-FILE 


by BARBAR ELIN 


Editorial Introduction: Now that we have as a group grown larger 
and many of us have made significant progress in self understanding 
and acceptance it seems timely to try to start a discussion section 


in TVia. As a starter Barbara has led off with the following brief 
article, How about others making comments on the same subject or 
Others, Make them brief and pointed and we will print one or more 
each issue in this space. If many offerings are received they may 
run over into the FEMMEMIRROR. It's your soapbox, climb up and 
speak, 


RHEE RHEE Het HARK RHREH HRENRHM 


The subject I have chosen is "Guilt", Now there is a subject 
that I know something about! Note that I didn't say that I know 
how to cure guilt...but, girl, I know how to have it. And, thanks 
to Virginia, I have learned a little about getting rid of it, at 
least in part. 


For you who have not had the privilege of meeting her, may I 
say that one of the most fascinating things about knowing Virginia 
is her complete lack of guilt as the FP usually feels it. When 
first you watch Charles Prince walk up and challenge a psychologist, 
or watch Virginia rush off to lecture literally in a Lion's (Inter- 
national Order of) den while in femmattire, your jaw drops and you 
are completely awed by the pure, raw courage of this little guy. 

To learn, over a period of years, the full Virginia Prince story.. 
the heartache, guilt, trials, literal and figurative, and tribul- 
ations that were overcome...is even more awe inspiring. But that's 
her story. Mine is this. After watching and knowing her I learned 
to trust her opinion enough to openly admit to a select few people 
my transvestitic desires, The results have been amazing to me, 


Imagine this if you will....especially if you are guilt-ridden. 
Imagine yourself standing up in front of ten people whom you like 
and blurting out the whole story. Imagine telling these people for 
twenty minutes how you felt, the comfort that femmattire gave you, 
explaining as best you could why you felt driven to dress occasion- 
ially, and then showing them pictures of your feminine side! I 
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did it! And I lived! The walls didn't collapse, the world didn't 
end...and most amazing of all...nobody screamed’ that I was a horrible 
person! From that moment on my whole attitude toward life and to- 
ward FemmePersonation changed. 


Now admittedly this was a special situation. I was speaking 
to a Group Therapy unit of which I was a member, which was under 
the guidance of a trained psychologist. I had gone into the ther- 
apy as one last ditch try at eliminating this compulsion, after 37 
years of fighting it. I don't suggest that you try it with just 
any ten people, 


Nevertheless, ten friends are ten friends....and the desire 
for acceptance and the fear of rejection doesn't leave you because 
you are in therapy. It was rough--real rough. But it changed my 
attitude toward people. 


I hope I can get this across. It's a subtle point and may noc 
fit your case at all. My attitude toward people had been, all my 
life, "They wouldn't like me if they knew about this horrible thing- 
FemmePersonation!" But, suddenly ten people knew...and they still 
liked me. They met with me outside the group, called me up, and 
two of the women even went out with me. I was accepted. Now, 


there was a slight change in my attitude toward people. Now, there 
were people who knew of my transvestism and still liked me. Now, 

I could look at other people and say, "They like me, I wonder if 
they would still like me if they knew?" Suddenly it didn't make 
any difference! Some people who knew did like me. I was no longer 
a pariah in my own mind, By being accepted by other people I had 
suddenly accepted myself, 


But because I had made my admission in a group that is supposed 
to accept I had to go further. Since then I have openly admitted 
transvestism to at least nine other friends. No rejection! None! 

I don't suppose that will always hold true. But it won't make any 
difference any more. I have been accepted by some. I will be acc- 
epted by others. And so I accept myself. 


I wanted to talk about this subject because it means so much 
to me, and because I had gone so far in the other direction. I 
think I have tried every means known to man to eliminate transvest- 
ism. I have tried individual psychiatry, group psychology, relig- 
ion, alcohol, abstinence, marriage, hard masculine work--everything. 
All to no avail. I can eliminate the expression..for years I did 
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so, but I cannot eliminate the desire. My attempts at elimination 
led only to misery. Attempts to accept have led to greater peace 
of mind than I have ever known, 


So what are you doing about acceptance of femmedressing in 
yourself,..or what are you doing to eliminate it? The floor is 
open. Climb on your soapbox (perfumed, feminine soap, please!) and 
tell us about it. 


BARBARA ELIN 
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ATTENTION GIRLS IN THE NEW YORK AREA! 


Solve all your dress problems for street wear, theatricals, form- 
als, special costumes etc. All designed to fit your personality. 


Fittings, alterations by APPOINTMENT ONLY. Privacy assured. 
HELEN LANCASTER 
273 West 47th St. Apt. 2D Wew York City Phone CI 6-1963 


I 
| 
{ 
| 
| 
HAND MADE SATIN PANTIES | 
BILLIE MAE ORIGINALS has designed and now offers flare-legged i 
panties beautiful enough for a bride. They have 2¢ in. of lace 

trim and elastic waist band. Available on a custom made basis | 
only. These panties are well made in the smallest detail all i 
sewing being done with long lasting nylon thread. } 


NYLON IS NICE, BUT SATIN IS SOFTER 


Price $6.50 each, send waist and hip or dress size. 
Extra embroidery work available on special request 
at an extra charge. Please inquire if interested. 


t 
t 
t 
| 
Colors presently available-White, Pink or Bright Blue--Specify | 
Being hand made to order, time must be allowed. Send money order 
with order. It will be acknowledged and approx. delivery time H 
given. All articles shipped in plain package by insured P.P. | 


BILLIE MAE ORIGINALS 
WEST STAR ROUTE FALLON, NEVADA 
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FROM MODEL TO MODISTE PART Il 


Early the next afternoon Aunt arrived, laden with bags and box- 
es--at her direction, I carried part of them to the room she was to 
occupy and the rest to my own. By then I thoroughly regretted my 
bargain, but determined to stick with it so they would have no opp- 
ortunity to laugh at me. 


As soon as Aunt was settled she came to my room, and said, 
"Well Davy, shall we get started?" My heart sank; but I took the 
dainty silk and lace chemise she handed me from one of the bags, 
and going into the bathroom, I undressed and put it on. Returning 
to my room I found Aunt had unpacked most of the bags. My bed was 
piled high with lingerie, hosiery, corsets, and other feminine app-~ 
arel, while in my closets hung a long row of gowns. Aunt, turning 
from the closet, saw me and smiling, said, "Davy you look better al- 
ready. Now let's finish dressing you." In a short time I was att- 
ired in all of the underthings: corset, hose, bloomers, corset cov- 
er, and petticoat, and struggling for breath against the tight lac- 
ing. Aunt then took one of the dresses from the closet, It was of 
plain black silk, with a narrow skirt draped to a suggestion of a 
bustle in back, high choker collar with fine white lace about it, 
long narrow sleeves with lace cuffs, and fitted very snugly about 
the waist and bosom. With her help I struggled into it and was in- 
itiated into its mysteries of hooks and eyes and snaps--for it was 
by far the most complicated dress I had worn, This was followed by 
shoes, wig, powder and rouge, and lastly, a fine emerald ring and 
cameo brooch, 


Thus dressed, Aunt made me look at myself, and again I was 
surprised at my feminine appearance; though I had to admit to myself 
that I did not think the severe black dress was as becoming as those 
I had worn on previous occasions~-then I was paraded before Mother 
and Sue. They were lavish in their praise; though Mother, to my 
satisfaction, did say that she thought that the dress was a trifle 
too severe for my age. 


As before it took some time for me to become accustomed to my 
clothes, but the afternoon and evening fairly flew by, and before I 
knew it it was bed time, Both Mother and Aunt came to my room and 
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id much laughter on their part, and embarrassment on mine, helped 
@ undress, When I was clad only in my chemise, Aunt took from the 
closet a blue wool wrapper and a pair of high-heeled mules--helping 
me into them she handed me a much ruffled flowered muslin nightgown 
and told me to change into it. I protested that night gowns were- 
n't part of the bargain, but got nowhere, and so for the rest of 
the week I slept in the dainty gown, 


Next morning Aunt woke me and helped me to dress, or rather 
showed me how, for she explained--I should be able to do it for 
myself, Lacing my corset was physically difficult, but the rest, 
except for my hair, was easy. Arranging my hair was a long and 
trying job, but Aunt patiently advised me, and finally I was ready 
for breakfast--dressed in a plain blue and white cotton morning 
frock. When we got downstairs Mother complimented me, but chided 
us for being such slow pokes, however she laughed heartily when I 


explained that our delay was caused because Aunt had forced me to 
dress myself. 


That afternoon Mother and Aunt left on a shopping expedition, 
and though they begged me to accompany them I steadfastly refused. 
After their departure I read for a time, then becoming bored I 
wandered about the house, finally ending up in my own room. There 
I turned to the closet and for the first time really examined the 
dresses hanging there. There were more than I could possibly wear 
in a week, and though the thought of them was embarrassing there 
was a tiny tingle of excitement down my spine. Realizing that the 
morning dress I had on would not be appropriate for dinner I sel- 
ected a rather plain dark green satin frock, and taking off my 
cotton one I put it on, changed to more formal shoes and rearranged 
my hair as best I could, Then putting on the emerald ring, I sur- 
veyed myself with satisfaction, and went downstairs for the balance 
of the afternoon, Mother and Aunt, laden with bundles, arrived 
just in time for dinner. Both approved my choice of gowns and 
hairdo, so I felt justly proud at having earned this by myself. 


The next morning I was dressed in my cotton house frock and 
downstairs before the others got up. When they did appear I was 
given the usual scrutiny and approved except for my hair, this they 
said, wasn't perfectly arranged, but nonetheless good for a begin- 
ner, After breakfast Aunt told me that she had purchased cloth 
for a suit the previous day, and asked if I would care to help her 
make it. I agreed for the time hung heavily on my hands. Going 
up to the sewing room with her she unwrapped a bundle and spreading 


47. 


the cloth out for my inspection, said, "There. Don't you think 
that will make a pretty suit?" It was a rather heavy reddish-orange 
velvet--really a lovely color--and very fine material. Indeed I 
agreed with her that it should make a very handsome garment. Then 
she got out the pattern and started to work. I helped as best I 
could, and for the next few days alternated between seamstress and 
dress dummy, acquiring in the process a considerable dexterity with 
needle and thread; and surprisingly, enjoying it more and more ag 
we progressed, 


That day we worked until the middle of the afternoon, when I 
changed into a beige wool dress cut on very plain lines with a high 
neck and long sleeves. It was trimmed with embroidery of a con- 
trasting color, After dinner we went for a walk; over my dress I 
wore a long plain black coat, black hat, purse, and gloves. Al- 
though I was nervous the walk was uneventful, and I arrived home 
well pleased with myself. By that time I had become quite accust- 
omed to my clothes, and felt at ease while wearing them, Only 
occasionally did the corset bother me and at times I actually found 
myself enjoying the feel of my skirts and the daintyness and smart 
appearance of my apparel. 


The third morning found me attired in a floral print house- 


gown, and soon after breakfast Aunt and I were again engrossed in 
our dressmaking. By that evening when I changed into the dark 
blue skirt and frilly blouse that I had worn the first time Aunt 
dressed me as a woman, our work was well started--the skirt finish- 
ed, and the jacket beginning to take shape. Aunt was an extremely 
careful and competent seamstress so the cut and workmanship were 
excellent, 


All that day Mother and Aunt had alternately teased, and dared 
me to go to the theatre with them that night--finally I took the 
dare and so that night for the first time I really appeared in 
public as a woman, Dinner over we got on our hats and coats and 
walked to the carline., As the brightly lighted car stopped for us 
I became so panic stricken that they had to practically carry me 
into the car, After we were seated I darted glances at the other 
passengers in the car, and to my relief none seemed to be paying an 
attention to me, It was the same throughout the evening--I was 
frightened as could be, but my fears were in vain for nothing hap- 
pened, however, I was never so relieved as when we arrived safely 
home. When my nerves quieted down I began to feel elated about my 
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experience, and for the first time I realized that I was beginning 
to enjoy my novel position--for I knew I looked well in feminine 
attire, and the softness, daintyness, and variety of the clothes 
appealed more and more to me. 


The next day was much like the preceding ones; I spent the 
day in a cotton house frock, helping with the sewing, and the even- 
ing in the blue silk gown I had worn the second time I appeared in 


dresses. By noon of the next day the suit was finished except for 
such finishing touches as buttons, which Aunt had not yet purchased; 
so that afternoon she got ready to go downtown to do this necessary 
shopping. Mother had other plans, so Aunt asked me to go with her. 
Though my trip to the theatre had immensely helped my confidence I 
did not relish the prospect of a trip in broad daylight; but after 
much urging I consented, and we started out. I wore a rather 

plain light-brown suit, its long open jacket had flaring skirts, 
and it was trimmed with gold braid--the skirt was perfectly plain. 
Under it I wore a ruffled white silk blouse with a high neck, I 
also had on a brown hat with a heavy veil, brown purse and gloves, 
and a gold bracelet. 


I was very nervous at first, but by the time we were downtown 
and in the stores I began to relax for the saleswomen were most 
polite and seemed to find nothing unusual about me--one delighted 
me, and amused Aunt, by saying, "My Miss but you wear your clothes 
nicely." 


Aunt shopped with a vengence--after getting the notions nec- 
essary to finish the suit she bought a lovely sheer silk blouse 
with a froth of lace ruffles down the front, a dainty silk and lace 
chemise, bloomers, petticoat, hose, a very nice corset, a salmon 
colored velvet hat with matching purse and gloves, and finally, a 
pair of high-heeled reddish brown shoes. I stayed with her all the 
while; and though I was frequently embarrassed when the clerks 
showed me, as well as Aunt, the dainty apparel, I enjoyed the after- 
noon and frequently made comments on the things Aunt was consider- 
ing. The scope of her purchases amazed me for she already had 
plenty of clothes, but when I inquired about it she merely said 
that she wanted an entirely new outfit to go with the suit. I was 
tired and excited when we got home, and elated at the good job I 
had done with my masquerading. And all the nice things I had seen 
had opened my eyes to the possibilities a woman has in selecting 
clothes--thus adding to my already awakened interest in things 
feminine, 
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The next day the suit was done--it was lovely--the excellence 
of material and workmanship, and its superb color and fit, combining 
to make a very smart garment, At lunch Mother and Aunt decided that 
as it was Saturday they would make an occasion out of our dinner 
that evening. About five they sent me upstairs to bathe and when 
I came back to my room, in my blue wrapper, Aunt was laying clothes 
out on my bed. First she gave me a chemise, most unusual for it 
had no shoulder straps, which I put on to find it had an elastic 
about the top of the bodice to hold it up. Then came the corset, 
it was very dainty, and much more wasp-waisted than the ones I had 
been wearing so that Aunt really had a struggle to get it laced 
tight enough; but what a wonderful figure it did give me. The cor- 
set was followed by hose and bloomers, and a petticoat that, like 
the chemise, had no shoulder straps--instead it fastened tightly 
about the waist and over the breasts. Then Aunt helped me into the 
dress, or rather evening gown. It was of a heavy cream-colored 
satin trimmed with bands of black lace about the skirt and bodice. 
It had no shoulder straps, so the mystery of the chemise and petti- 
coat were solved. However the band of lace that formed the top of 
the bodice went around the arm as well to form an, "Off the should- 
er", sleeve--rather like the gowns popular before the civil war, 
thus my shoulders, back, and bosom down to my breasts were left 
bare, Aunt then produced a pair of black silk pumps--most strange 
after the high buttoned shoes. I then sat patiently while she arr- 
anged my hair, placing the knot lower on my neck than usual, and 
putting an artificial white flower on each side just above my ear. 
Finally she powdered my face neck, arms and back--put a string of 
pearls around my neck, and gave me two rings and a bracelet to 
wear, 


"There now!" she said, "You're ready for the party. Now run 
look at yourself." 


I started downstairs to look at myself in the hall mirror when 
she called me back, and made me put on an extremely long pair of 
white kid gloves, They came above my elbows and opened at the 
wrist in such a way that I could get my hand out and roll the glove 
back on my wrist without taking it off my arm. At her direction I 
put the bracelet over the glove and lastly took a black lace fan 
she handed me, then I went down while she went in to dress, 


Standing before the mirror, I was amazed at my appearance--the 
full skirt and my narrow waist and bare shoulders combined to make 
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me look like some lovely fragile flower. The low hairdo made my 
shoulders softer and narrower while the creamy silk was a most com- 
plimentary color; and, of course, the added touches of fan, gloves, 
and the flowers in my hair, were most helpful. I was so delighted 
that I laughed to myself as I turned to view myself from every 
possible angle. 


As I stood there Mother came down, seeing me she exclaimed, 
"Oh Davy! You're lovely!" and kissing me soundly she continued, 
"Dear you have no idea how pretty you are. You make me very proud, 
for few mothers have such lovely ‘Daughters'." 


I thanked her for the compliment, and then Aunt came down 
dressed, as was Mother, in an evening gown. We all stood admiring 
our images--then with their praises ringing in my ears, we all went 
in to dinner, Though we had to laugh at ourselves for dressing so 
formally for a "Hen party", we all had an extremely pleasant even- 
ing. At every opportunity I went out into the hall to look at my- 
self, and every time I did so I became more enamoured with my app- 
earance, And when I finally got ready for bed that evening I took 
off my dainty gown with genuine regret, 


When I arose the next morning, I was glad that my week as a 
woman was nearly over--though I had become accustomed to, and even 
fond of, my feminine apparel I looked forward to resuming my own 
clothes that afternoon, At the breakfast table Mother and Aunt 
decided to have luncheon downtown and see a matinee afterwards. I 
pleaded to be allowed to resume my own clothes before we started; 
but Aunt reminded me that our bargain was for a full week, which 
wouldn't be up till late afternoon. I grouchily agreed and spent 
the morning in my cotton frock--reading and feeling sorry for my- 
self, 


About 11:30 Mother announced that it was time to get ready, so 
we all went upstairs. I asked Aunt what I should wear, and she 
replied that she would decide while I was bathing. I took off my 
cotton frock and underthings and slipping into the blue wrapper 
went in to bathe. When I returned Aunt handed me a chemise--pale 
pink silk, trimmed with loads of hand-run ecru lace--I recognized 
it as the one she had purchased the afternoon we went shopping to- 
gether, It was so lovely that I felt an awful desire to wear it, 
but felt nonetheless that I shouldn't wear her newest things. I 
explained this to her, but she poo pooed the idea and told me to F:40) 
ahead and put it on, I didn't wait for a second invitation, but 


51. 


stepped into the dainty thing as quickly as possible, and with a 
thrill drew it over my body. Next, the corset,-it too was new and 
lovely--made of flesh colored satin and trimmed with rosettes of 
blue ribbon. The bloomers matched the chemise, and the petticoat- 
made of heavy white silk with lace trimming-had ruffles around the 
bottom where it would occasionally show beneath my skirts. These, 
and the sheer hose were also the new ones. When I had the lingerie 
all on she gave me the dainty ruffled silk blouse we had purchased, 
and followed this with the skirt to the orange velvet suit we had 
made that week. At this, I again protested against wearing her new 
things; but I was quickly hushed and soon had the skirt on and was 
buttoning up the Sew reddish-brown shoes while she arranged my hair. 
When this was done she powdered my face, gave me two rings and a 
bracelet, and fastened a silver brooch into the ruffles at my throat. 
I then got into the jacket, and Aunt placed the matching hat on my 
head--pinned it in place--and drew the veil over my face. Lastly 
she gave me the matching purse and gloves, Thrilled with these 
lovely new clothes, I thanked her, but added, "Aunt I love these 
clothes, but I shouldn't be wearing them. What if something 

should happen to them?" 


"But Davy! You don't understand. They're not my things, they- 
‘re yours." 


"Mine?" I gasped. 


“Why yes, Davy. Didn't you know that I got them as a present 
to you." 


"Oh Aunt!" I explaimed, strangely thrilled, "Thank you ever 
30 much. But what will I do with them? I'm through wearing dress- 
es this afternoon," 


"Oh don't worry Davy!" she replied with a most enigmatic smile, 
"T imagine that you will find some use for them." 


I followed her downstairs where Mother was waiting. When she 
saw me she exclaimed at my smart appearance--and looking at myself 
I agreed with her, The suit, a lovely color and in the latest fash- 
fon, was very becoming, and I looked to be a smart and attractive 
young woman, I was justifiably thrilled, and doubly so when I 
thought that all the lovely things I wore were mine, 


As we left the house I was nervous, but the by then pleasant 
feeling of the silken softness of my underthings, the tickling of 
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lace, and the swing of my skirts, reassured me and I soon relaxed, 
Also, the thought of the smartness of my attire and appearance be- 
gan to reassert themselves and soon I was bursting with pride, 


We lunched at the smartest place in town, and as we were leav- 
ing I received the crowning touch when I heard one woman whisper to 
another, "My but that girl in the orange suit is pretty. I wonder 
who she is?" 


Mother and Aunt also heard this and gave me quite a teasing 
when we were out of earshot. When the matinee was over we had a 
light supper, and then went on home, Before we got there my week 
as a woman was over; but with lots of time left that evening I felt 
not the slightest desire to change--my new clothes so delighted me 
that I felt I would never like to be without them. 


As Aunt was leaving in the morning we stayed up quite late. 
Just before we went upstairs she said to me, "Well Davy has the 
past week been as bad as you thought it would be?" 


Of course I couldn't admit the feelings that were growing with- 
in me, so I said, "Oh a person can get used to anything Aunt." 


Both of them laughed at this, and Mother said, “Frances, I 
think he's beginning to like playing a woman's part, and wearing 
women's clothing." 


"Oh no I don't!" I exclaimed, but gave the lie to myself by 
blushing at her penetrating remark, 


Mother laughed again, saying, "He may fool you Frances, but I 
know him too well--he's delighted with the clothes you gave him, 
and I don't blame him a bit for they're lovely and so becoming. 

I'm very pleased to have such a pretty 'Daughter', for that's what 
he really is when he's dressed as a girl like now. No one would 
possibly say that Davy sitting over there in that lovely suit is in 
any way masculine--in fact I've become convinced the last few days 
that nature really made a mistake with Davy; but one that he can 
easily rectify by dressing for his proper role in life--that of a 
Blvd" 


Aunt replied, in a serious tone, "I agree with you Agnes, 
Davy must really be a girl at heart, for otherwise he couldn't 
appear so completely like one. I've had so much fun the past week 
with him, and I so hope he won't get stubborn and refuse to wear 
his new things from time-to-time," 
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“Oh I'm sure he will." Said Mother while I maintained an em- 
barrassed silence. Then we went up to bed. As.I undressed I lin- 
gered between each article of clothing, and when I went to bed, by 
choice, I wore one of Aunt's gowns, 


When I rose the next morning I longed to put on my new finery, 
but realizing that it would be a dead giveaway I put on my own 
clothes while regretting that our bargain hadn't been for a month 
instead of a week, Indeed my clothes felt strange, particularly 
the trousers, and my skin, accustomed to silk rebelled at their 
roughness, However, this sensation passed and I began to feel nat- 
ural by the time I got to the breakfast table. There, neither 
Mother or Aunt made any comment about my appearance. 


For the first few days after Aunt's departure everything went 
smoothly except that every time I noticed the velvet suit hanging 
in my closet, or the drawer full of lingerie, I felt a tingle pass 
up my spine. It wasn't that I wished to wear them so much, for 
after the first day that feeling had largely passed, rather it was 
pride of ownership. Queerly, the fact that they were mine was pleas- 
ing out of all proportion. On several occasions Mother urged me to 
wear them but I always refused--I was afraid of their ridicule. 
However, one afternoon when Mother and Sue were out, and I was 
wandering about the house, I noticed the velvet suit. No sooner 
had I seen it than I had an intense desire to put it on, and the 
thought that I could do so undetected was too much to resist. So 
before many minutes had passed I was undressed and stepping into 
the chemise. In time I was dressed, had arranged the wig which 
Aunt had given me with the clothes, and was downstairs admiring 
myself in the mirror. It was then that I realized that my pride 
of ownership had really been a subconscious desire to wear the 
clothes--for a most satisfied feeling pervaded my very soul. 


The rest of the afternoon was delightful--I really didn't do 
a thing, but the mere fact that I was dressed as a woman made me 
happy beyond measure, I finally changed back to my own clothing 
just before Mother came in, and in response to her inquiries, told 
her that I had spent the afternoon reading. That evening I was 
miserable. I missed my dresses so much that I could hardly stand 
it, and several times Mother asked me why I was so restless. 


Finally she said, "Davy! What in the world is the matter with 
you? You've been getting grouchier and more nervous every day late- 
ly--you're not at all like you were last week." I replied that it 
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was her imagination. "No it's not. If you don't cheer up I'll in- 
sist that you dress as a woman again, for you never said one sharp 
word the entire time you were wearing Frances's things." My heart 
leaped as I realized this was a possible excuse to wear my feminine 
clothing, but openly I ridiculed her suggestion. 


I woke early the next morning and lay in bed trying to work 
my courage up to the point where I could wear my feminine things, 
but I was still too afraid of ridicule and an expose of my real 
thoughts. I called myself all sorts of names--but in vain, and the 
more I tried the more despondent I became. When Mother came in to 
wake me I was in a terrible humor and quite rude to her, 


She became quite angry and said, "Now look here Davy, I'm not 
going to stand for your vile humor any longer. You get right up 
and put on the clothes Aunt gave you--perhaps that will make you 
behave," 


Pleased at her tirade, but trying not to show it, I got up and 
started to dress without saying a word. My salmon skirt and ruff- 
led blouse were hardly suitable for that time of day, but that 
really made no difference--for at least I was getting to dress as 
I wished, 


Finally dressed, IJ went down to breakfast, and when Mother saw 
my face she said, “You don't hate those clothes Davy. For if you 
did they wouldn't cheer you up the way they do." 


I didn't reply, but happily sat down and ate to the tune of 
Sue's compliments. I wore the clothes all day--putting on the 
jacket at dinner time, and all the while I was so happy that Mother 
remarked again and again at my improved disposition, and vowed that 
she would treat me the same way every time I got out of sorts. 


As a matter of policy, I kept cheerful the next day, thus 
avoiding any trouble with Mother, though I longed for my other 
clothes, 


In the middle of the afternoon Aunt called and asked us for 
dinner. We accepted then Mother said to me, "Frances would be de- 
lighted if you would wear your new clothes," I debated--torn be- 
tween desire and fear--but desire won, and some time later when we 
left for Frances's I wore my salmon suit. 


When Aunt, opening the door, saw me, she fairly shrieked with 
pleasure, threw her arms about me and kissed me veil and all, and 
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when we were inside and I had removed my hat and gloves she took 
me by both hands and said, "It's so nice of you to have worn the 
suit Davy. I'm complimented beyond words." She was so visibly 
pleased that I was glad indeed that I had followed Mother's sugg- 
estion, 


Just then Martha appeared, and I had to stand and undergo her 
inspection, and swell with pride at her compliments. Then we sat 
down to have a pleasant dinner and evenings visit. 


After that evening I felt that I could wear my feminine things 
more freely, and though I didn't put them on voluntarily I did dress 
as a woman practically every time Mother or Aunt asked me to. And 
as the violence of my opposition relaxed they requested with incre- 
asing frequency--so before long hardly a day went by that I didn't 
wear my feminine things at some time or the other, 


One morning as I was helping Mother about the house, wearing 
my frilly blouse and salmon skirt, she remarked, "Davy, we're go- 
ing to have to get you some more dresses--that nice suit will be 
ruined if you wear it for housework." I replied that it wouldn't 
hurt it then forgot all about the matter; but several times in the 
next few days she and Aunt went downtown without asking me to acc- 
ompany them. Then on the following Saturday, when we went to Aunt's 


for dinner, I did get a surprise~-for when our meal was over they 
led me into the parlor and up to a tremendous pile of packages on 
the sofa and said, "Open them Davy.” 


I was completely mystified, but at their bidding I took up a 
box and opened it. It contained a lovely black wide~brimmed feather 
trimmed hat. Still puzzled I said “It's really nice, But why 
should I be opening it?” 


At that they both laughed and Aunt said, "Why Davy, you silly 
goose, those bundles are for you. Agnes and I thought that you need-= — 
ed more things. Now go ahead and open all of them." 


This was indeed exciting news, and I fairly flew at the pile, 
Before long I had them all opened, and what a wonderful lot of 
clothes were revealed, There was a very stylish suit of black silk 
with a long bell-bottomed wide sleeved jacket, and a white blouse 
trimmed with loads of lace. A formal afternoon frock, greyish 
beige and trimmed with embroidery, a dark brown fur trimmed coat 
with a matching narrow-brimmed hat. Two cotton house frocks. Two 
complete changes of lingerie, not as dainty as that I had on, but 
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still very nice, two corsets, lots of hose, a pair of high black 
shoes, and a pair of beige pumps to match the afternoon dress, two 
purses with gloves to match. A string of pearls, a gold bracelet, 

a lovely topaz ring, and a pair of gold earrings. There were also 
such incidental accessories as veils, hat pins, dainty handkerchiefs 
perfume and powder. The lavishness of these gifts overwhelmed me 
there was no longer any use pretending that I didn't like feminine 
things for I fairly bubbled over as I thanked Mother and Aunt, and 
they seemed just as pleased as I. I couldn't wait to try on my new 
things, so I took up the black and white suit and excusing myself, 
went upstairs. There I took off my salmon suit, slipped into the 
new one, rearranged my hair, and went in to the full length mirror 
in Aunt's room. What I saw delighted me for the extremely feminine 
suit was most becoming. After admiring myself for a few moments I 
went downstairs, paused in the hall to gain poise, then swept into 
the room in my grandest manner, stopped in front of Mother and Aunt, 
and gravely revolved as would a model in a fashion show, They 
watched my pirouette and when I had finished and had given them a 
deep curtsey, they jumped to their feet with cries of pleasure, 

For the next few minutes I was the center of attraction while they 
complimented me on my appearance, and themselves on their good taste 
in picking such a becoming outfit. Then someone remembered the 
jewelry and in a few moments I had the pearls around my neck, the 
bracelet about my left wrist, and the ring on my right hand. The 
earrings required that my ears be pierced---and though I swore I 
wouldn't allow it, I secretly resolved to have it done at the first 
opportunity. 


When it came time to go home I packed up as many of the new 
things as I could conveniently carry~-put on the wide-brimmed hat 
and the new coat, and with Mother carrying more bid Aunt a fond 
farewell. It took me a long time to get to bed after we did get 
home, for I lovingly examined each article before I put it away. 


Rising early in the morning I decided to wear my new things 
despite any remark Mother might make about my doing so voluntarily. 
New lingerie was followed by new corset, hose and petticoat, a blue 
cotton housefrock, and the new black shoes. Just as I finished 
putting the final pin in my hair, Mother came in to waken me. Find- 
ing me up, and dressed as I was, she was delighted, and after chat- 
ting with her for a few moments about my new clothes she returned 
to her room to dress, while I went downstairs. Seeing me, Sue was 
astonished, and wished to know where I had gotten the new dress. 
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I told her about the gifts that I had received, and in answer to 
her questions, started describing the new dresses. After a while 
Mother came down, and with a start I realized that I had been goss- 
iping with Sue like any woman, and that despite the anolmity of my 
position I had been discussing corsets, lingerie, and all sorts of 
feminine things without any sense of embarrassment or strangeness, 
and that even more surprisingly, neither Mother or Sue seemed to 
find anything queer about the situation. 


About ten Mother suggested that we go to church; agreeing, I 
asked her what I should wear, She thought for a moment, then said, 
"Why I think your new black silk suit would be most appropriate." 


Surprised, I questioned, "You think I should wear a dress 
Mother? Someone might recognize me." 


At that she exclaimed, "Why I'd completely forgotten about you 
in men's clothing." And then she put me on the spot once and for 
all, by continuing, "I'm sure you wouldn't be recognized, but you 
do as you like." I felt that there was a malicious gleam in her 
eye as she said it, but her facial expression betrayed nothing. 


There was nothing I could say to this, so I wandered upstairs 
and stood looking at myself as I thought over my predicament. 
Finally I said to myself, "If you like to dress as a woman as much 


as you pretend, and wish to continue it, you had better do the whole @ 


job--or alse quit entirely. Now which shall it be?" As I finished 
saying that I raised my eyes to the mirror, and for the first time 
really saw myself for what I appeared--a handsome, graceful, and 
vivacious young woman--completely without tain of my old nondes- 
cript masculine self. My decision was made that instant, and slip- 
ping out of my housefrock I put on the black silk suit, rearranged 
my hair, powdered my nose, and putting on my jewelry I went down- 
stairs. There I put on my new black hat, pinned it in place and 
arranged the veil, put on my gloves and taking my purse went in to 
tell Mother that it was time to go. 


She gave me an approving glance as she rose, but said nothing 
about my decision, and soon we were on our way. 


At church we met several of Mother's, and my, friends. Mother 
introduced me to them as her niece, "Davy", and not one of them 
questioned me or thought the name, one which my family used only 
in private, strange. After the service I fund myself entering into 
the general conversation on the church steps, and several times I 
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detected approving glances from some of the men present, 


Arriving home, we took off our hats, and then when we went in- 
to the living room Mother threw her arms about me and burst into 
tears. I couldn't imagine what the matter was until she sobbed, 

"Oh Davy you were absolutely wonderful--I'm so glad you decided as | 
you did for it makes all the difference in the world in you." Her 
quick intuition had sensed my decision and seen its outward effect 
on me--for I no longer slinked and tried to hide--rather I walked 
as a queen, proud of my beauty, my lovely clothes, and my ability 
to wear them, 


"But why ery Mother?" 


"TI can't help it," she sobbed, "It's just that I'm so happy." 
And then as I tried to dry her eyes I astonished myself--for I 
started to cry too, something I wouldn't have thought possible. 


At last we were on a basis of understanding, and we spent most 
of the afternoon discussing my venture into feminine life. I frank- 
ly confessed the ever-growing desire, and at the same time, fear of 
ridicule, that had plagued me ever since the day Aunt first got me 
into dresses. And she explained how much she liked me in a femin- 
ine role, and that I had her complete approval whenever I wished 
to wear dresses, and it was agreed that I would do as I wished in 
the matter with never any ridicule or criticism. 


The next morning, I put on my blue house frock and spent the 
time helping Mother about the house. At lunch she suggested a 
shopping expedition and I agreed with alacrity. I wore my brown 
fur-trimmed hat with a veil, and under my coat the new embroidery 
trimmed beige gown. Our first stop was, as Mother explained, to 
buy some things that I needed; our purchases consisted of several 
dainty silk-and-lace nightgowns, a blue velvet feather-trimmed neg- 
ligee, and some mules, Mother consulted me so much in purchasing 
them that they were really my selection, and I was delighted at the 
prospect of wearing these new things, and also pleased that Mother 
would trust my judgement so much in selecting feminine underthings. 
After that we did some incidental shopping, then, at Mother's sug- 
gestion, we dropped into a doctor's office and I had my ears pier- 
ced. This was a surprisingly painless operation, and to my utter 
gratification not even the doctor noticed anything strange about 
me, We took dinner in a fine restaurant where I was treated with 
the utmost politeness, then came home for the balance of the even- 


ing. 


After I had undressed I put on the prettiest of the new gowns, 
pale blue satin, trimmed with hand-run lace, I slipped into the neg- 
ligee, put on the mules, and replacing the wig took out the pins 
and combed the hair down about my shoulders. Then I went into let 
Mother see me. She was delighted, and after kissing me, said, 
"Davy you look sweet as can be. Any man would instantly fall in 
love with you if he could see you that way." Even this remark did- 
n't embarrass me as it would have a few days before--I was acquir- 
ing a feminine outlook and attitude toward life. She and I gossip- 
ed while she combed out her hair, then I went to bed to sleep won- 
derfully in my dainty gown, 


All the rest of the week I wore feminine clothes and by Friday, 
when we went to the theatre with Frances, my ears were sufficiently 
healed for me to wear my new earrings. During the intermissions I 
was introduced to several persons whom I already knew, and was proud 
indeed when I received several compliments on my beige gown, These 
encounters were always thrilling, and each time I passed inspection 
my ego was further inflated, 


For almost another week I remained in dresses, then one morn- 
ing decided to wear my own clothing. It felt horribly coarse and 
strange, and suprisingly, I even missed my corset. Mother, true 
to her promise, didn't say a word, but Sue, and later Frances, both 
expressed their disapproval in no uncertain terms. Frances, when 
asked to stay for dinner, refused unless I changed--so I gave in. 
As I was lacing my corset Frances knocked, and coming in said she 
would help. I cheerfully agreed, for it was always a struggle to 
lace myself tight enough. She soon had me pulled in, and as I put 
on my petticoat and the black and white silk suit, she took up the 
Wig and combed it out. When I sat down in front of her she had to 
comb my hair carefully back to keep it from bulking too large under 
the tight fitting wig. We wore our hair long in those days, and 
in addition I had not had a haircut since I embarked on my feminine 
career, I remarked that I must get it cut as it was in the way and 
also uncomfortable under the wig, but she requested that I put it 
off for a few days as she had an idea. I asked what it was but 
only got shushed for my pains. 


The next time we went to Frances's, I wore my old favorite 
and most becoming outfit--the salmon suit. When we had taken our 
things off Frances took me upstairs--sat me down at her dressing 
table, and removed my wig. I asked, “Did I do such a horrible job 
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of putting it up?" 


"No Davy. It's not necessary that you wear it any longer. 
Your own hair will be long enough with the help of these." And she 
held up two switches for my inspection. First she parted my hair 
across my head from ear to ear--combing the hair in front of this 
part forward. She then pinned the switches into this part and com- 
bed them back and down so that they mixed with my own hair, and 
fastened it up into a long roll across my neck. Then she rolled 
the hair in front of the part into a pompador. Finished, she held 
a mirror so I could see--it indeed did look nice, as it was in the 
latest sleek style, and ever so much more comfortable than the hot 
bulky wig. 


"It looks grand, Frances. But how can I ever do it that way 
after I have a haircut?” 


"Oh you mustn't do that"! She exclaimed. 

"But I can't go around any longer looking like I do." 
“Why I think it looks nice Davy." 

"Yes, but what about my other clothes?" 


"Phoo to them Davy. After I've gone to all the trouble of 
getting these switches for you, you can't spoil their use by gett- 
ing a haircut just so you can wear your nasty old pants." I drop- 
ped the subject at that, and went down with her. 


When Mother saw my new hairdo, she was most complimentary, 
and said, "Now you won't have to worry about being detected with a 
wig, Davy. Most women wear switches, so 4t won't make any differ- 
ence if they are seen." 


I hadn't realized how uncomfortable my wig had been until that 
evening--for every minute I was surprised at the cool comfort of 
this new hair arrangement. However, I resolved to get a haircut 
the next day; but in the morning the sight of the switches on my 
bureau challenged me to try arranging tnem by myself--so before 
many minutes I was busily experimenting with the new hairdo, 


Day after day I intended to get a haircut, but something al- 
ways prevented it, or the thought of a new hairdo made me defer it 
until the next day. Also, for more than a month, I wore nothing 
but feminine things, and that removed much of the incentive. Dur- 
ing this period I was given a new frock--the basic black silk dress 
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of the period--with mutton chop sleeves, a high neck, and a drape 
suggestive of a bustle in back. I also talked Frances out of the 
blue silk dress with lace trim that I had worn at first. These new 
dresses gave me such a selection that I could always dress approp- 
riately for almost any occasion. Also one afternoon I screwed up 
my courage, and dressed in my black gown, went shopping by myself. 
It took a lot of fortitude to make my first purchase--a lovely 
gold filigree brooch, but when that obstacle had been passed I 
fairly went wild, and returned home that evening well laden. 
Mother was both surprised and pleased when I showed her my new 
purchases--a lovely pink silk chemise, hosiery, a new purse, the 
brooch, gloves, and a veil, 


Finally came the day that marked the real turning point in my 
life, Resolved to get the long-neglected haircut I waited till 
Mother was out, then changed to my completely unfamiliar masculine 
attire. It felt almost as strange as had dresses the first time I 
wore them, and I had to walk about the house some time to reaccus-~ 
tom myself. My skirts, corsets, and high-heeled shoes, had com- 
pletely changed my walk--I had to force myself to stride rather 
than take the usual quick short feminine step. Finally I felt that 
I would pass, so taking my dusty hat from the closet I put it on. 
At first I thought that it had shrunk, for it merely perched on top 
of my head--then I thought of my hair and stepped to the hall mir- 
ror, Looking at myself from the masculine point of view, I realized 
that I looked absurd--for my hair was impossibly long. The thought 
of the barber's probable reaction was so embarrassing that I fled 
upstairs and into the solace of petticoats. When Mother arrived 
home I asked her to cut my hair, but she absolutely refused. Angry 
at her, I swore I would go out the next day, but like many resol- 
utions--I never carried it out. 


A week or so later I returned from a shopping expedition to 
find that all my masculine clothing had been moved to the attic to 
make room for my expanding feminine wardrobe--for during the week 
Aunt had given me a lovely rose lace evening gown with a black vel- 
vet cloak lined with rose satin, and rose pumps, and Mother had 
given me a fine Seal coat. I was delighted with these new clothes, 
and though I immediately wore the coat I had to wait some time for 
an opportunity to wear the gown, but finally the night came and we 
were off to the theatre. The gown left my shoulders and arms bare 
but was cut high enough in the bosom to conceal my deceptive padding, 
With it I wore a new pair of long gold and coral earrings and arr- 


62. 


anged my hair lower on my neck than usual. I made an attractive 
picture for both Mother and Aunt gasped when they first saw me, and 
at the theatre I received so many favorable glances that I thrilled 
with pride. 


Thus the winter fairly flew by, and before I knew it I was en- 
grossed with purchases for my summer wardrobe. Any remnants of de- 
sire to return to a masculine life disappeared at Christmas's when 
I was fairly showered with clothes and dainty underthings. I be- 
came very clothes conscious, and principally with Aunt's help I 
developed very good taste, so with all the gifts and my own in- 
creasingly numerous purchases I became a very chic young woman. 

By spring my hair was so long that I could do with only one switch, 
and before a year had passed I dispensed with them entirely. 


During the summer, we took a trip, and were so favorably im- 
pressed with what was destined to become one of California's most 
fashionable towns that we decided to move there. This decision 
made, we returned home, settled our affairs, and packing all of our 
belongings shipped them to California. While we were packing, I 
cut all ties with the past by giving away all of the masculine att- 
ire I had left. When we arrived at our new home we purchased a 
house large enough for the three of us and settled down to take 
our part in the life of the town. It was a happy life indeed and 
soon we were enmeshed in its social whirl. At first I had diff- 
iculty meeting men from the feminine point of view, but by thought 
and coaching I soon felt at ease in any circumstances. In fact I 
became quite a belle and was given a rush by several young men. 
This was a lot of fun and I loved the pleasant life; but I had to 
be constantly on the alert to repel any amorous advances. This 
attitude at first seemed to make the men more eager than ever, but 
when they learned that it was no mere pose they settled down to 
treating me as a good friend which was a most satisfactory basis. 

I also made many feminine friends and soon got so that I could hold 
my own with the best of them about the most intimate feminine mat- 
ters. 


One day about a year after our arrival Frances came in in a 
most exasperated mood because she had been unable to find any nice 
underthings in the shops, and she remarked during the tirade that 
she had a mind to start a decent shop herself. At the time this 
remark didn't make any particular impression on me, but in time 
the idea became intriguing to both of us. 
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To summarize: we were soon enmeshed in our plans to open a really 
smart specialty shop. Most of our friends thought that we were just 
a couple of foolish women destined to fail, but despite this we con~ 
tinued our plans. We were, of course, terribly green, and had a 
hard time making the necessary arrangements, and getting our stock 
together; but finally we were ready and held our grand opening. 

Most of the women we knew dropped in on the opening day--more from 
curiousity than anything else-~-but when they saw the exquisite 
things we had we got nothing but favorable comments. From the first 
our effort prospered, though our lack of business experience at 
first kept us from doing as well as we might have. From our small 
beginning with nothing but lingerie, hosiery, handkerchiefs, and 
veils we slowly branched out--first into corsets, then hats, and 
finally into a complete woman's shop, I learned as we grew, and in 
time even Frances had to admit that my taste was better than hers, 

I loved our twice-yearly shopping trips to the East, and could hard- 
ly resist keeping for myself most of the lovely gowns and accessor- 
ies we purchased--as it was I soon became the best-dressed woman in 
town, and the more gowns I had the more I wanted. 


Thus the years have rolled by--I am now middleaged--but still 
very chic looking. I never think of myself as a man, and the 
thought of wearing men's clothes is abhorrent. I am very happy in 
my feminine role, and ask nothing more. 


##e% OUR OTHER PUBLICATIONS «xe 


Almost all TVs collect scrapbooks, but we cant all see all the 

things that might be published in the press around the world. 

For this reason the TV CLIPSHEET was begun. Here are collected 

and reproduced clippings sent in by readers...some are American 

some foreign, some old some new, but all bearing on the subject. 

This is a cooperative effort. You send them in--we send them out. 

Price $1 a copy or $5 per year (6 issues) 6 issues available now, 

RRR i 
All of us like to have the sense of being part of a whole and of 
having close contact with others of like feeling. TVia does part 
of this but cannot be too personal. THE FEMMEMIRROR prepared by 
Barbara Elin is light, current, friendly and personal. Subscribe 
and contribute.....be part of the world we open up to you. 
Price $1 a copy or $10 per year (12 issues) 3 issues available. 


Order directly from CHEVALIER PUBLICATIONS Box 36091 Los Angeles 36 | 
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“QUGANNA SAYS...” 


Ed. Note: Susanna'ts column below should have appeared last month, 
but due to illness she was not able to get it to me until several 
days after the issue had gone to press. So, while we missed her in- 
teresting comments in #13, we are glad to welcome her back now. 


I guess I have been flattered to last my vanity for at least 24 
hours. It isn't every day that one gets to be "Cover Girl", Wonder 
if TIME or NEWSWEEK would be interested? Oh, well, on second thought 
there are still Gina, MM and others on the waiting list.....Must 
again thank Virginia and all of the girls who did not object (at 
least out loud) when the word got out that I was picked C. G. for 
#12. The warmest and most thrilling comment came from my friend 
Gail. She said: "Virginia must be really hard put to find candid- 
ates for the cover." But, again, Gail is always gentle and sweet. 


Peggie Val Addair really floored me! She has sent me a FORTY- 
THREE page letter with an analysis of Susanna's personality and 
views as seen through her column in TVia. I feel deeply honored, I 
feel I am not worth all of that effort and attention. (Forty-two 
pages would have been enough!) But seriously, thanks ever so much 
Pegie (Ialways give her two g's when she spells it with just one g.) 
I am still digesting that veritable encyclopedia of thoughts so that 
I can fight back. Our thoughts coincide in many points but clash 
with a loud bang in many others. Sample: "“fTVism stands for trouble. 
Once you eliminate the trouble you can't be a TV. Susanna, you are 
not a TV. You are an expert Female Impersonator. Big difference! 
Semantical?" Well Pegie, I could let loose right here but I'd 
rather wait a bit. Besides, the word “semantics" brings me right 
to a most important point that our friend Virginia has unleashed 
upon us, 


We can't say that our mag does not make us think about ourselves 
and our situation vis-a-vis the rest of the world, This is it, 
Semantics--the impressions created in people's minds through one 
word. I must admit that the word "transvestite" never bothered me 
one way or the other. As a matter of fact I rather liked it once I 
found that “she" and “he" could coexist as a team. I was not ashamed 
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of being a TV, so the monicker did not bother me. Moreover. since 
I used it only when talking with my girl friends, it did not pres- 
ent a problem, Besides, it was fun to use it as a verb when other 
people were within earshot. Most of them thought we were talking 
about television. I believe that, up to this point, I am speaking 
for a good many of the girls East of the Mississippi. However-- 
and this is vital--we discover that our group has grown, and is 
growing and will continue to grow through the years despite the 
objections of Pegie who swears this form of behaviour is dying out 
and is doomed to extinction. We find now that--as we grow in num- 
bers--we are beginning to make a teeny weeny impact upon the world 
around us, True, it's awfully teensy yet..our voice is less than 
a whisper but it will inevitably acquire a bit more strength, 

Just picture this faint outline...TVia in the stands...more arte 
icles in Sexology...more ads in various publications...Virginia's 
lectures...the resort...a friend here, a stranger there, they all 
begin to hear about this strange form of life which is unconven- 
tional...just a drop of water in a big ocean, some may say, but 
still it's a bigger drop than it was before--say, some two or 
three years ago, 


There are two attitudes one could assume at this point. One 
would be society will never understand us. It's useless. We will 
always be condemned, So why bother trying to make others under- 
stand, accept or tolerate us. Let's just shut up...enjoy our pri- 
vate get-togethers.,be discreet..and the heck with everybody else. 
If they find out, they will most certainly tag us as queers. Thia 
I'm willing to bet is the attitude of a large percentage of girls. 
But there's a second attitude, one with a more optimistic view- 
point. The thinking would run like this: It would be nice if we 
could do something to influence the rest of society into at least 
taking a second look at us. So far, most everybody experiences a 
negative, thumbs down, emotional reaction when they are brought 
face to face with us. This impulse-to-reject-on-sight is intim- 
ately connected with a popular formula that reads MAN-IN-DRESS= 
HOMO. Since most people have been brought up to believe that HOMO= 
EVIL, the tragic conclusion that most people draw is: MAN-IN- 
DRESS=EVIL. Needless to say this entire sequence of thought is 
based on ignorance or at best a very limited and partial knowledge 
of the facts. So, how do WE go about making the distinction clear 
to others? Do we try to show the error of the HOMO=EVIL concept? 
Perhaps it might help, but it is not OUR job primarily. We would 
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be trespassing and veering away from the main point: i.e. the con- 
clusion: MAN-IN-DRESSeEVIL. 


The first thing to do is to disassociate the elements of these 
false premises. We have to look around for tools, weapons, and here 
is where “semantics” comes in. The old vocabulary is perhaps too 
tainted with associations and the psychologists and MD's are large- 
ly to blame for this situation. It is up to us, as well as to them, 
to look around and find new terms which will allow us to start 
from a scratch, with a clean slate. Terms which will spell out 
more clearly what we are, This, to me, is the basic reason back 
of TVia's effort to erase old words and come up with new ones, 


Let us not however think that new names will by themselves 
solve our problem. The most important weapon at our disposal will 
always be the emotional impact our BEHAVIOUR will have upon others. 
This emotional impact will depend in good measure upon our own per- 
sonality: "the girl-within" (as I like to think of us). If we 
are nice, likeable, pleasant, thoughtful, generous, friendly and 
discreet--if we are intelligent enough to draw a line of "peaceful 
co-existance"--then we'll find that we've won half the battle, 
That's an important seed we always plant on others. Do we have 
the capacity to make others "like" us? Do they find our company 
"pleasant"? Do we radiate joy, happiness? These elements are con- 
tagious, catchy. They are the front line of our initial impact 
upon others, There's the picture: new terms to introduce the 
subject either in conversation or in writing...pleasant, correct 
behaviour when exposed to others...and if it all should fail...if, 
despite our efforts we find ourselves ostracized, crucified, we can 
always go out and buy that darling frock we saw last week, in that 
store downtown! Nothing like a new dress to regain courage, opt- 
imism and start anew with vigour and determination, always making 
sure that our stocking seams are straight and that our lipstick 
does not clash with our nail polish. 


I have a feeling that in the not too distant future world 
society will be forced to adopt a more broadminded, tolerant att- 
itude toward behaviour that deviates from the so called norm. And 
surprisingly will this come about because we live in the "space 
age", What do rockets and the conquest of space have to do with 
us girls? Simply that as mankind reaches beyond the world's fron- 
tiers we will be confronted with many NEW facts, phenomena and 
perhaps “living" beings, none of which will fall into the comfor- 
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table little pigeon holes we use to classify the individual facets 
of the reality we know. Mankind will have to broaden its mind in 
order to accept the new, the unexplainable the mysterious. As 
Viexie puts it, the difficulty of understanding extraterrestrial 
facts will push mankind into trying a little harder to understand 
itself, and that includes us. 


Unfounded fears department--This applies to the girls who have 
heard of Susanna and the resort but hesitate to come out of their 
locked rooms. 1. “I've never dressed in front of others. I'11l 
feel silly. I'm awkward and ungraceful, the others are pretty and 
experienced."****Answer: You should see some of the girls, in our 
group! We are all awkward and ungraceful at first (Some take longer 
than others to act gracefulty). The fun is in trying to improve 
ourselves in the company of others. An unwritten law among the 
girls is never to hurt others with nasty remarks (unless it is done | 
in fun), A good sense of humor is an indispensable item in a girl- | 
's baggage. 2. "My wardrobe is awfully skimpy and inadequate." 

**** Answer: That's the way we all get started. It takes time to i 
build up a wardrobe, As a matter of fact it is better to wait be- 
fore buying large quantities of clothes until you've met the rest 

of the girls, You'd be surprised at the amount of practical tips 
and free advice you'll get from the group. How to buy, what to 

buy, where to buy. What is practical and what is impractical, 

You'll save hundreds of-dollars which many girls have wasted on 

blind buying: sprees. 3. "I don't know a thing about makeup. I 

look grotesque. The rest of the girls look so pretty and natural." 
***# éAnswer: Don't be fooled by the pictures you see in print. 

There are very few who leok that good when you meet them in person. 
It just happens that Edith is a good photographer, Most of the 
Eastern pictures which appear in TRANSVESTIA bear the Edith trade- 
mark, Anyway, our purpose in getting together has nothing to do 

with outdoing Gina Lollobrigida. Of course we try to look our 

best and in this we have the eager help of the more experienced 
girls, We learn a great deal by observing others and thus we are 
constantly improving our appearance, 4, "But what about my wig. 
It's cheap and looks messy."****Don't worry about that. You should 
see the lumps of hair that many girls show up with their first 
meeting with the group. Marie will give you wonderful free advice | 
and will help you fix your messy hairpiece until you are able to 
purchase one that's a little better. 5. "Can I trust the group? 

Am I safe in joining them?"****This is perhaps the biggest fear 

in the mind of the lone girls who hesitate to contact us. Family 
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happiness, 2 job, standing in the community, are in the balance, 
Our ever increasing membershiy is certainly a proof that this fear 
is unfounded. We've establiched a firm policy of never asking for 
a girl's real name and idertity. Frankly we don't care where they 
come from, what their line of work is, or what their address is, 
The only things that count to be an accepted member of the group 
are in your own personality. Are you sincere? (We can spot phon- 
ies a mile awsy). Are you nice, kind, friendly, discreet? Are you 
willing to think of others once in a while? Are you helpful, good 
company? If you are selfish, a me-me-me-me sort of gal, we don't 
want you, Ae a mitter of feet, the glowing flow of friendliness 
that runs trrowen the entire group will be felt by you almost imm- 
edistely. Uefors you znaow you'll feel as if they are part of your 
own family ead that tnere are no real barriers among us. Strong 
bonds of rect frierdship are formed in a short time. Do not for- 
Het that sort of the members of the group are fairly well educated 
peopls (many college graduates, professional people: lawyers, doc- 
tors, eto.! You will find respect and decency to satisfy the most 
hnesitont ond demanding personality. Our conduct is morally above 
reproac):, Jon't forget that some of us have spouses who also visit 
the resort. i can assure you that at any average resort you'll 
find many activities which are from a moral viewpoint objectionable 
but which are totally atsent at The Chevalier D‘Eon. 


Now it's time for 2 hit of gossip. It was really exciting to 
1 


register the first Heat-llest embrace. Virginia, Evelyn and later 
Joan from the Weet cost forged the first personnl links between 

the two main branecies of cur sorority. It was fun to exchange ideas 
projects and expertenees. After Joan left we found our, big mirrors 
totally worn ans faded. We've had to refinish and re-polish them 
for her next visit. How that girl loves Joan!! 


Eye-scratching and meeowing denartment:- a) What happened to Edith? 
Rumor has it that she's quitting the sorority. Only real gals for 


friends now, b) This really neppened. Audrey is coming home from 

a party, all dolled up. While waiting for a bus, she is approached 

by a Casanova obviously fooled by her pretty face and good gams. 

He offers to give her a lift into town. Audrey smiles prettily 

and says in her best baritone: “Look bud. You've made a mistake. 

I'ma guy." Casanova turns paie, stammers--excuse me-~- jumps in his 
and drives off. That's ore adventure he won't brag about with 

his friends. ¢) Believe it er «~5t, one of the girls propelled her 

six foot one frame atop 3% ine heels 211 over one of the biggest 
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cities in the USA every day for two weeks just to prove that people 
are blind, In broad daylight she even requested a policeman to 
take her picture, which he did!!!! The entire sorority is presently 
being treated for ulcers, nervous breakdowns, hysteria and still 
hasn't recovered from the shock. 4d) Case of the mixed up girl. 
Sees a psychiatrist regularly and then dashes home after each sess- 
ion to doll up. Rumor has it that by now the psychiatrist is ser- 
jously considering seeing a psychiatrist. e) Chuckle of the month. 
The sister who has definitely quit dressing. She keeps showing up 
in exquisite finery. Each time is the last. f) An orchid for Bar- 
bara Stevens from the East. The gals over here like her style and 
approach. g) Gail and Lee went formal at Gloria's New Year's party. 
Gail trying to look virginal in her new white gown, custom-made, as 
well as Lee's, by our favorite dressmaker Helen Lancaster. Even 
Vickie is having a new formal for the NVA Ball set for March 30th 
at the Manhattan Center. Most of us are planning to be there. f) 
And speaking of Lee...She gave us a remarkable lesson in self con- 
fidence and definite acceptance. How to be herself in a group of 
square outsiders. The event took place at the resort. A group of 
hunters made reservations for a weekend there in the middle of Nov- 
ember, Ten of them. Rough, tough, boisterous. Inasmuch as the 
regular season was over, Marie and Susanna invited Vickie and Lee 
to come along to help take care of the guests. Vickie did not ob- 
ject. She is so blissfully happy, so "normal" being herself that 
it makes no difference who is or isn't around, Lee, understandably 
had her reservations. It was one thing to be herself among the 
girls or friendly acquaintances, but quite another to be the target 
of possible nasty remarks and ridicule from a crowd of hunters, 
However, Marie, Vickie and Susanna meant solid moral support, so 
she went with us, her clothes ali in a suitcase. Lee happens to 

be an expert in guns, so "he" chummied it up quite well with the 
hunters that first night at the resort, teaching them how to use 
their guns and rifles. The following morning Vickie appeared as 
herself, She had been the first to get up and as she emerged from 
the bathroom into the kitchen completely dressed and madeup, she 
nonchalantly approached the group of hunters sitting at the kitchen 
table and in a sweet base baritone shocked them off their chairs 
with the question, "Has anybody got a match?" One of them gulped 
and with a pitiful expression on his face extended a match which 
Vickie daintily accepted and walked off. Then Susanna showed up 
dressed. Lee just stood around and’ watched. She was dying to get 
dressed but in mortal fear of what the hunters might say. Vickie 
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happiness, 2 job, standing in the community, are in the balunce, 
Our ever inereasing membershiy is certainly a proof that this fear 
is unfounded. We've established a firm policy of never asking for 
a girl's real name and identity. Frankly we don't care where they 
come from, what their line of work is, or what their address is. 
The only things that count to be an accepted member of the group 
are in your own personality. Are you sincere? (We can spot phon- 
ies a mile away). Are you nice, kind, friendly, discreet? Are you 
Willing tol think of others ence in a while? “Are you helpful, sood 
company? If you are selfish, a me-me-me-me sort of gal, we don't 
want you, As a mitter of feet, the glowing flow of friendliness 
that runs throwen the extire group will be felt by you almost imm- 
edistely. Uefors you know vou'll feel as if they are part of your 
ows family and that tnere sre no real barriers among us. Strong 
honde af reel Prierdship are formed in a short time. Do not for- 
Het that rory af the members of the group are fairly well educated 
peopls (many college graduates, professional people: lawyers, doc- 
tors, eta.) You will find respect and decency to satisfy the most 
hesitant ond demanding personality. Our conduct is morally above 
reproach, Yon't forget that some of us have spouses who also visit 
the resort. 1 can assure you that at any average resort you'll 
find many activities which are from a moral viewpoint obdjectionable 
but which are totally absent at The Chevalier D'Kon, 


Now it's time for #2 hit of gossip. It was really exciting to 
register the first Hest-“est embrace. Virginia, Evelyn and later 
Joan from the Weet eo, orsed thie) first personal links between 

the two main branenes of cur sorvrity. It was fun to exchange ideas 
projects and exporienees, After Joan left we found our big mirrors 
totally worn and faded. We've had to refinish and re-polish them 
for her next visit. How that girl loves Joan!! 


Eye-scratching and meeowing denirtment:- a) What happened to Edith? 
Rumor has it that she's quitting the sorority. Only real gals for 


friends now. b) This really nzppened. Audrey is coming home from 
a party, all dolled up. While waiting for a bus, she is approached 
by a Casanova obviously fooled by her pretty face and good games. 

He offers to give her a lift into tewn. Audrey smiles prettily 

and says in her best baritone: “Look bud. You've made a mistake. 

I'm a guy." Casanova turns psuie, starmers--execuse me-- jumps in his 
car and drives off. That's ore adventure he won't brag about with 
his friends. ¢) Believe it or “ot, one of the girls propelled her 
six foot one frame atop 3% int “cle 211 over one of the biggest 
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cities in the USA every day for two weeks just to prove that people 
are blind. In broad daylight she even requested a policeman to 
take her picture, which he did!!!! The entire sorority is presently 
being treated for ulcers, nervous breakdowns, hysteria and still 
hasn't recovered from the shock. 4d) Case of the mixed up girl. 
Sees a psychiatrist regularly and then dashes home after each sess- 
ion to doll up. Rumor has it that by now the psychiatrist is ser- 
| iously considering seeing a psychiatrist. e) Chuckle of the month. 
The sister who has definitely quit dressing. She keeps showing up 
in exquisite finery. Each time is the last. f) An orchid for Bar- 
bara Stevens from the East. The gals over here like her style and 
approach, g) Gail and Lee went formal at Gloria's New Year's party. 
Gail trying to look virginal in her new white gown, custom-made, as 
well as Lee's, by our favorite dressmaker Helen Lancaster. Even 
| Vickie is having a new formal for the NVA Ball set for March 30th 
i at the Manhattan Center, Most of us are planning to be there. f) 
i And speaking of Lee...She gave us a remarkable lesson in self con- 
fidence and definite acceptance. How to be herself in a group of 
| square outsiders. The event took place at the resort. A group of 
i hunters made reservations for a weekend there in the middle of Nov- 
ember. Ten of them. Rough, tough, boisterous. Inasmuch as the 
regular season was over, Marie and Susanna invited Vickie and Lee 
to come along to help take care of the guests. Vickie did not ob- 
| ject. She is so blissfully happy, so "normal" being herself that 
it makes no difference who is or isn't around. Lee, understandably 
| 
/ 


had her reservations. It was one thing to be herself among the 
girls or friendly acquaintances, but quite another to be the target | 
of possible nasty remarks and ridicule from a crowd of hunters, 
However, Marie, Vickie and Susanna meant solid moral support, so 

she went with us, her clothes all in a suitcase. Lee happens to 

be an expert in guns, so "he" chummied it up quite well with the | 
hunters that first night at the resort, teaching them how to use 
their guns and rifles. The following morning Vickie appeared as | 
herself. She had been the first to get up and as she emerged from 
the bathroom into the kitchen completely dressed and madeup, she 
nonchalantly approached the group of hunters sitting at the kitchen 
table and in a sweet base baritone shocked them off their chairs 
with the question, “Has anybody got a match?" One of them gulped 
and with a pitiful expression on his face extended a match which 
Vickie daintily accepted and walked off. Then Susanna showed up 
dressed, lee just stood around and watched. She was dying to get 
dressed but in mortal fear of what the hunters might say. Vickie 
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and Susanna gave the standard explanation to satisfy the inevitable 
questions from the hunters: We run a temale impersonator school 


here in order to select talent for our Summer stage show. This 
takes practice and the resort is the best place for two solid days 
of "rehearsal".Just getting the "feel" of the role.--~Any other ex- 
planation would be sheer waste on people who just don't have the 
background to even begin to comprehend such "strange behaviour", 
This at least makes some sense to them. We are entertainers and 


that's that. 


So Lee struggled within herself. To dress or not to dress. 
In the process she developed a violent headache, her stomach was 
in a turmoil and she felt perfectly miserable. Vickie and I subtly 
tried to infuse her with courage, although we knew this was a dec- 
ision that had to be made by Lee herself. Finally the "girl within" 
won out. Let them think what they would! Within the hour Lee em- 
erged triumphantly proud. She had done a masterpiece of makeup, a 
perfect job. The hunters gasped. They couldn't believe their eyes. 
“What a difference!" "Well I would never have suspected!" "Boy, 
she surely fooled me, etc.",.,Lee smiled sweetly and that was that. 
The headaches and the upset stomach had vanished. Vickie and I 
exchanged a knowing glance and sighed with relief. Another victory 
for self-expression, 


But this is all for now my friends. My apologies to all of 
those who have not yet received an answer from me. I have just 
barely recovered from 4 weeks of a most painful and paralizing 
attack of bursitis on my left shoulder, Only now I can write, 


Love to all from, 


Susanna. 
RHBKEH 


P.S. I am already accepting reservations for week ends in the 
months of May, June, September and October at the resort. The 
summer months have to be kept open to the public. You all know 
it is quiet, beautiful, relaxing and with lots of privacy, so 
send in your reservations now. A $10 deposit must accompany 
your reservations. Full information will be sent on request. 


Write directly to:-- SUSANNA VALENTI 
875 West End Ave 
New York 25, N.Y. 
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and Susanna gave the standard explanation to satisfy the inevitable 
questions from the hunters: We run a temale impersonator school 
here in order to select talent for our Summer stage show. This 
takes practice and the resort is the best place for two solid days 
of "rehearsal".Just getting the "feel" of the role.---Any other ex- 
planation would be sheer waste on people who just don't have the 
background to even begin to comprehend such “strange behaviour". 
This at least makes some sense to them. We are entertainers and 
that's that. 


So Lee struggled within herself. To dress or not to dress, 
In the process she developed a violent headache, her stomach was 
in a turmoil and she felt perfectly miserable. Vickie and I subtly 


tried to infuse her with courage, although we knew this was a dec- 
ision that had to be made by Lee herself. Finally the "girl within" 
won out. Let them think what they would! Within the hour Lee em- 
erged triumphantly proud. She had done a masterpiece of makeup, a 
perfect job. The hunters gasped. They couldn't believe their eyes. 
"What a difference!" "Well I would never have suspected!" "Boy, 
she surely fooled me, etc."...Lee smiled sweetly and that was that. 
The headaches and the upset stomach had vanished. Vickie and I 
exchanged a knowing glance and sighed with relief. Another victory 
for self-expression, 


But this is all for now my friends. My apologies to all of 
those who have not yet received an answer from me. I have just 
barely recovered from 4 weeks of a most painful and paralizing 
attack of bursitis on my left shoulder, Only now I can write, 


Love to all from, 


Susanna. 
RBH H 


P.S. I am already accepting reservations for week ends in the 
months of May, June, September and October at the resort. The 
summer months have to be kept open to the public. You all know 
it is quiet, beautiful, relaxing and with lots of privacy, so 
send in your reservations now, A $10 deposit must accompany 
your reservations. Full information will be sent on request. 


Write directly to:~- SUSANNA VALENTI 
875 West End Ave 
New York 25, N.Y. 
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“VIRGIN VIEWS” —— by VIRGINIA 


THE MATTER OF SEX HORMONES! 


Quite a few readers have asked for information on the subject 
of taking female hormones and of sex conversion surgery. Since 
many of you do not have access to informative books and since little 
on a subject like this is taught in school it seems to warrent some 
consideration here, In this issue let us consider the matter of 
hormones and in a later issue space will be devoted to sex surgery. 


In chemical structure male and female sex hormones differ only 
very slightly, but as the Frenchman said, "Vive la Difference!" 
The anatomical structures of the male and female genital tract 
start from a common beginning and gradually develop into the var- 
ious structures characteristic of 6éach sex. Many different types 
of hormones and enzymes are involved in these changes. In both 
sexes there are rudimentary structures representing the incomplete 
and inhibited organs of the opposite sex. Only very rarely do these 
structures develop simultaneously giving rise to a true hermaphro- 
dite. At this point may I take the liberty of correcting a common 
false term. You hear people speak of a "morphodite", There is no 
such word! "Morph..." is the prefix denoting form or structure as 
"Morphology" the science of form. The correct term for a person 
of dual sex is herm...aphrodite and the word is a combination of 
the names of the Greek dieties of love, Hermes and Aphrodite whose 
offspring embodied the best of both of them and so had both types 
of sexual attributes. 


In a much larger number of pesons, but still small in relation 
to the population as a whole there occurs a partial development of 
the organs of the secondary sex. This is sometimes accompanied by 
an underdevelopment of the organs of the principle sex. Such per- 
sons are called*"pseudo-hermaphrodites" or false hermaphrodites. 
False because they only appear to have organs of the opposite sex 
but do not in reality possess them. Such anomalies as “hypospadias" 
a condition in which there is a short blind opening just below the 
root of the penis that simulates a vaginal entrance, or a somewhat 
overdeveloped clitoris seeming, in an infant, to be a slightly 
under developed penis, may lead to incorrect sex assignment at birth. 
This often results in a lifetime of confusion and inadequacy if the 
child is brought up in the customs of the sex to which he oy she 
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does not physiologically belong. 


At puberty, when the ovaries or the testes begin to produce 
large amounts of female or male hormones, the secondary sex charac- 
teristics begin to develop. In the female the breasts enlarge, the 
fat deposits on the hips and elsewhere take on a typically feminine 
appearance, and the menses begin. In the male, the beard begins to 
grow, the voice deepens, hair grows in the pubic area in the charac- 
teristic male pattern and the individual's testes begin to manufac- 
ture sperm and he becomes capable of adult sex activity. 


Modern medical science has found that the world of the inter- 
sex is not limited to the psychological and anatomical fields only 
but goes right down to the level of the chromosomes. It has been 
determined that most females have a special body present in their 
cells called “sex chromatin" which is not present in adult males. 

It is further known that the normal chromosome number is 46 and 

that the normal male has an X and a Y chromosome while the female 
has 2X s. However, recent research has turned up a whole new var- 
iety of chromosomal intersexes in which the number of chromosomes 
may be something greater than 46 and in which the sex combinations 
may be XXY, Y¥X or even XXXY. When these sex aberations are added 
to the fact that hormones may so affect the development of the 

child under certain circumstances that “he" actually develops a fem- 
inine body (or the-reverse), it is obvious that “male and female" 
are becoming statistical terms only and not the fixed terms they 
were once thought to be. The law and the legal profession will one 
day be faced with having to decide the sex of the person or at least 
the sex he wishes to present to society on the basis of the person's 
own personal preference simply for lack of clear cut distinctions. 
When sex and gender with it can be influenced and determined by the 
interaction of anatomy, chromosomes, hormones and the psychosocial 
forces of upbringing, all kinds of combinations are possible and the 
rules cannot be imposed just on the basis of what the majority are 
like. That will be the day, as the man said, for FPs,. 


Now what of the administration of hormones to the adult person? 
When large amounts of the hormones of the opposite sex are adminia- 
tered, or when they are manufactured in the body due to some patho- 
logical condition, masculinization of the female or feminization of 
the male results. These are the outwardly visible signs, such as 
the growth of breasts in the male ani of a beard in the female. 
But inwardly,non visible results take place too. Both sexes pro- 
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duce the hormone of the opposite sex as a by-product and they ex- 
crete most of it. Curiously, the most potent source of natural fe- 
male sex hormone is the urine of stallions. It is manufactured by 
the male organism and is excreted as unneeded. It may be pointed 
out here, while passing, that the ovaries and the testes are not 

the only places in the body where hormonally active chemicals are 
made. The adrenal gland cortex is also intimately involved in these 
matters and diseases of the cortex lead to outward sex changes too. 


Modern medicine has found the hormone of the so-called weaker 
sex is beneficial to the male in at least three pathological states. 
(1) It has been used for sometime in treatment of cancer of the 
prostate---s specifically male disease. (2) It has recently been 
reported that it is beneficial in certain types of heart disease. 
Apparently the male builds up more fatty deposits on the walls of 
the arteries leading to reduced diameter, restriction of blood flow 
and therefore of increased blood pressure. The female does not do 
this to such an extent and it hes been found that administering 
small amounts of female hormone...estrogen...in amounts less than 
those which promote feminization or loss of sexual potency helps 
control these fatty deposits. (3) Quite recently the hormone has 
been claimed to be beneficial in cases of lung cancer. Again the 


conclusion was arrived at by the observation that women did not 
have such a high incidence of the disease. So nature evidently 
makes use of both hormones in the same individual. Life is a balance. 


The FP is interested in taking female hormone for the purpose 
of promoting a certain amount of breast development. This can us- 
ually be accomplished, though the action of hormones varies widely 
from individual to individual and results cannot always be assured, 
While breast development is the desired end of such administration, 
it must be pointed out that over a certain threshold the adminis- 
tration of estrogenic substances to the male results in loss of sex- 
ual potency...erection becomes less common and sometimes impossible. 
This condition is not permanent since it will revert to normal 
after discontinuing treatment. The administration of such hormone 
substances should not be undertaken promiacously, however, or with- 
out a doctor's knowledge and advice, The uninitiated would not know 
which of the many types to take nor how much or how long. On top of 
this is the fact that it is illegal to dispense such drugs without 
a doctor's presciption. 


It is probable that the administration of amounte of hormone 
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sufficient to induce a little breast development is a good thing for 
the FP. Not only will it give him the development desired, but it 
will probably “cool” him off a bit in the sexual and compulsive as- 
pects of his TVism. At the same time it gives him a certain psychic 
and emotional satisfaction in that he can then feel that a certain 
pert of him is truly anatomically and chemically feminine. If enough 
growth takes place to permit the development of acceptable cleavage 
this too will be emotionally satisfying. On the other hand, the re- 
duction of sexual ardor while not of critical importance to the indi- 
vidual may be of considerable importance physically and psycholog- 
feally to his wife. Inability to provide for her psychosexual needs 
can lead to conflicts for her and if she has been previously accept- 
ant of the FPs femmelife, loss of potency may be, to her, indicative 
that the whole thing has gone too far and that her husband has "gone 
off his rocker” to think of such a thing. This could start the ball 
rolling toward turning against the TVism and perhaps toward the hus- 
band too. This factor must be given serious consideration. 


In view of the legal situation involved it is necessary to ob- 
tain the drug through a doctor. Those of you who feel seriously on 
this subject should go to either a competant, and by this I mean a 
broad-minded, modern, psychiatrist, or to an endocrinologist. I 
would suggest laying the cards on the table as to the reasoning be- 
hind the request. Explain the physical and psychic advantages of 
the treatment, point out that the hormone has been shown to be of 
value clinically in treating various male conditions and indicate that 
since it is reversible, administration can be stopped at any time and 
the situation allowed to revert to normal. If necessary, male hor- 
mone, testosterone, can be given to hurry the reversion. This being 
the case there does not appear to be as much against the treatment 
as there is for it. I believe that with a frank discussion many doc- 
tors would be willing to give an initial prescription and keep an eye 
on you for unforeseen side sffects if any. Don'ttry to be your own 
doctor. These are potent drugs and there are aspects that the lay 
person would not be aware of. Find a doctor that will understand and 
help. If the first one says no, find another. What can you lose ex- 
cept his fee. But even by prescription dont go overboard. A 38 B 
bra looks kind of silly under a T shirt in the locker room! Also 
don't let a well meaning but ignorant M.D. try to tatk you’ into being 
“cured" by taking male hormone. It has been tried, it doesn't work 
unless you want to be cured and if you do why not just plain quit? 
But you don't really, do you....the girl within wants to live not die. 
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S EDITORIAL EMANATIONG §=S@ 


I. TC OUT CANADIAN SISTERS: As we get more subscribers in Canada 

we have an increasing problem, Many of you send us either Canadian 
money or checks. oth of these are discounted in American banks at 
about 90-92 cents to the dollar depending on the daily exchange rate. 
As a result we do not get the payment we should. With postage in- 
cluded in subscription rates and its increase due shortly we would 
like to ask you Canadian girls (and those in other countries too 

for that matter) that if you cant send American money, obtain money 
orders payable in dollars at your bank. This will help considerably. 


II. CORRESPONDENCE: It is simply not fair to place an ad in the 
magazine asking for correspondence and then not be courteous enough 
to acknowledge receipt of an answer. We get continual complaints 
from those who have answered that they have not received replies. 
It has cost them $1 to write to the advertizer and the least they 
are entitled to is an acknowledgement. 


III. PERSON TO PERSON COLUMN: This is the last issue in which 

ads will be accepted from just anyone paying the fee. Starting 
with #15 only members of PHI PI EPSILON will be permitted use of 
the column. This has become necessary because of the placement of 
TVia on newstands. Persons about whom we know nothing then wish 

to place ads. We must have some way of knowing that advertizers 
are genuine, sincere, and of the risht type and the screening pro- 
cess involved in FPE membership is the only way we know to control 
this. We cannot afford to risk trouble with the Post Office sither 
personally or organizationally through the activities of any sel- 
fish or unthinking individuals, there is too much at stake. In 
this regard I again request anyone receiving mail that is out of 
line and questionable to let me know its source so that we will not 
forward any more mail to that person. As I have said before--if 

we do not police our own group we will find ourselves policed by 
others with unpleasant and perhaps disastrous results. 


IV. PRIVACY: Many envelopes are rather thin and it is not too 
difficult to read through them. For privacy it is desirable to 
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wrap a spare sheet of paper around letters and especially around 
money to foil prying eyes. 


V. CONTRIBUTIONS: Again I want to thank those few of you who send 

in a little extra contribution from time to time. It all helps. I 
have, of necessity, had to farm out a lot of the typing I used to 

do myself and this of course is extra cost. Also the whole magazine 
is now being done by photo-offset which is more costly than direct 
plates in money but less so in time, and these contributions have 
helped make these improvements possible for everyone, so again thanks, 


VI. ORDER SLIPS: May I request again that you use the order slips 
printed in the back of each issue, We have had to work out simpler 
ways of handling the voitume of mail now coming to us and order slips 
are one of the ways. If you dont use them we have to stop and make 
one up ourselves and Barbara and I have our hands full as it is. 
Orders embodied in the text of a letter can be easily overlooked, 

so for your own interests and our convenience please use the slips. 


VII. OPERATION CUPID: Like many projects we have started, think- 
ing to serve the FP community, this idea is getting off to a slow 
atart. It would seem that finding wives was about the most impor- 
tant project that a single FP might have and the most difficult to 
accomplish, so we thought that a single cooperative effort would 

be welcomed. So far it has not turned out that way. Possibly $25 
is too big a price, but it is a cinch that those who couldn't risk 
$25 in the hopes of finding a compatible woman would not be able 

to spend the necessary money to court her anyway, let alone support 
her after marriage, so I guess it is self-limiting. We are not yet 
cancelling the idea and those who have sent in their money may rest 
assured that it is being held for them pending more lonely persons 
deciding on joining the movement to get it underway. 


VIII. INFORMATION PLEASE: Those of you who have been with me for 
a long time know that I try to collect information which I feel can 
be used to advantase in spreading knowledge of our position among 
responsible authorities and professional people. Thue the original 
questionaires provided the information for the article in this 
month's SEXOLOGY MAGAZINE entitled "166 Men in Dresses". This art- 
itcle has brought many new girls to the surface and has resulted in 
several letters from M.D.'s requesting information or subscribing. 
I had 2000 reprints of this article printed which will, in due 
course, be mailed out to psychiatric clinics, M.Ds :.nd other pro- 
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fessional persons. Thus when I ask your cooperation in filling out 

a form and returning it, it is for some worthwhile purpose. Not 
nearly all of you that have received TVia #12 have returned the 
Auxilliary Questionaire vorinted across from Person to Person in that 
issue. These questions were asked for a particular and important 
reason. I can't get information about TVs in general to impart to 

the general public unless YOU do vour part. This issue carries an- 
other questionaire which will help me to plan the mag. more in accord- 
ance with your wishes. Please fill out and send in. (check the one 


in #12 while your about it. We have many different points of view 
among readers so this is our way of findins out what the majority wants. 


IX. COVER GIRL PICTURES: Perhaps the importance of the Gover Girl 
pictures has not been considered by some of you---This is the picture 
that the public first sees and therefore the one that they will judve 
us by. Following up the cover picture itself they would read the 
cover story and see about a dozen more pics of the same girl. This 
is why I have been sort of choosy about who goes on the cover, I 
have had to turn down several requests and it made me feel very bad 
to do so, but I felt that much more was at stake than just one indt- 
viduals feelings. I hope I am understood in this, forgiven by those 
whom I have felt it necessary to turn down and do not discourage 
others from aspiring to be Cover Girl. 


X. FROM ME TO YOU AND VICE VEVSA: In the beginning I was able to 
keep up with the requirements of the mag. and to correspond too but 
progress being what it is I am not able to do all this. This is 
where Barbara Elin has been a terrific help. Not only to me but to 
you, particularly newcomers, because she tries as I used to to estab- 
lish a bond of friendship with little notes for the personal touch. 
While Chev. Pubs. expects to pay its way, it ig not primarily a 
commercial venture as are mest other mazs. We exist primarily to 
help TVs realize that there are lots more like them, that being a 

TV is not an unmitigated curse, that there is pleasure, satisfaction 
and if you grow enough to see it, real significance in the phenomenon. 
We wish to expand information and self acceptance....to help the TV 
to grow into being an FP, of joining FPE in due time and primarily 

in being happy. This can only be done with a personal touch, I want 
all subscribers old and new to know that I see all the mail that 
comes in, read vour letters and notes and enjoy heuring from you. 

I am decidedly not and don't want to become a fusty old hag type ed- 
itor locked up in my office. I'm quite as alive us you are andinter- 
ested in you, but I cant write to all of you but you can write to me, 
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Person to Person 


NOTICE: Send any letters to be remail- 

ed in stamped, unsealed envelopes to, 
"CONTACT" 4924 W. Pico Blvd. Los Angeles 19, Calif. 
Do NOT send them to Chevalier Publications directly. 


: 
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49-H-2 FP for 15 yrs. now 40, no nearby sisters. Will write FPs 
anywhere but partic. intrsted S.E. Wisc. area CAROL #2 
55-N-1 Newcomer to TVia, married. Wishes corres. maybe meet other 
FPs in Ontario, Canada, partic. Hamilton area. DONA 
7-D-l1 TV, sngl. late 20's wishes corres. possib. meet other TVs 
much intrsetd. prof. aspects of Female Impers. JACKIE 
9=C-1 TV 45, Wishes corres, other TVs to exch. pics & 8mm movies 
Not in LA area but corres, wanted there. DARLENE 
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54-M-1 Older, married TV like corres. other TVs, partic. in Brit. 
Columbia, Canada. If near enough like to meet JEAN 
13-C-2 TV travels No. Ill. lwr. Mich. like contact other TVe this 
area. Meet, discuss subj. Replies confid. DOROTHY. 
38-R-1 TV wishes to meet others in Delaware Valley area partic. 
Phila. area. All replies answered VERA 
2-W-1 Married TV, 39, desires corres. w. more exper. TVs or women 
in S.F. area only. LILLIAN 
Sees see sees eesse Sse ses cos SSSse sss SS SsSS SSS S 5S S5 5282S See 
4 Divorced TV, 34, anxious meet & corres. w. undrsatng woman 
or other TVs in S.F. Bay Area. RENEE 
32—P-1 TV, age 40 wish meet make friends other TVs & undretndge. 
wives in Syracuse, N.Y. srea. BARBARA ANN 
5-D-4 Single TV, 29, wishes corres. other TVs. Am especially in- 
terested in corsets & hi heels VERONICA 
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WHAT DO YOU WANT TO SEE IN TRANSVESTIA? 


Way back in #3 a Popularity Poll was run to determine the 
types of persons we had for an audience. It was determined from 
jthat poll that our audience did not include many interested in the 
Jhumiliation, punishment, bondage group and this set the precedent 
{which has been followed since and will continue to be the policy. 
|But now we have grown sufficiently within our own type that to 
{serve the readers interest best we need a PREFHRENCE POLL. 
|Please answer the questions below, cut out this page and send it 
lin, From this we will be able to determine the desires of the 


Ima jority of our readers. Please put your code number down. 


! Apart from the regular features and columns the material can 
‘be divided into the several catagories shown below. Please grade 
your interest for each of these as follows. 3--most desirable. 
)2--interesting; l--could do without; O--not for me. The highest 

j scores will then be the most popular. 


| Case Histories Cartoons Prue: hxper ences 
tNews and Notes Fiction Pictures 

! Correspondence Medical Out of the Past 

' Readers Opinions articles Hints & Helps 


[Do you prefer that every issue so far as possible should be a bal- 
yance of the above types of material in the proportion of their 


1popularity, yes no ? 


! 
jOr do you prefer to have a certain month's issue of each year des- 


lignated for a special type of issue, yes no fi 


lhe the majority wants special issues set aside which of the follow- 


,ing would be the most interesting to you, grade 3 for most; 2 for 
;good, 1 for poor, and O for don't want at all. 


i) 
iPicture Album issue Case History 

| ‘Correspondence Cartoon and short story 
"Fiction only True story and opinion 


Code No. 
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*** ITEMS AND PRICES *** 


TRANSVESTIA is published about the lst of even-numbered months 
at $4 per copy. ALL back issues are available. Nos. 1 and 2 are 
in 1/4 page photoreductions at reduced prices. All others $4 each 


TV"CLIPSHEET”" is published the lst of each odd-numbered month 
and consists of reproductions of newpaper and magazine clippings 
both old and new sent in by readers. Its purpose is to provide ma~ 
terial for scrap books that might not otherwise be available. 

Price $1 an issue or $5 per year of 6 issues. 


The FEMMEMIRROR is published monthly on the 15th and consists 
principally of excerpts from letters, suggestions, discussion of 
questions of interest, news notes ete. It is a newsletter for 
FemmePersonators. Price $1 an issue or $10 per year of 12 issues. 


NOTE: As an inducement to save a lot of record keeping , those 
who wish a full year of each of the 3 publications above and will 
pay for them all at once will receive one issue of TVia free. Price 
of 6 TVias, 6 Clipsheets and 12 Femmemirrors--$35. Save $7 over 
regular price. This offer applies only for 1 year IN ADVANC:, 

Back issues available at regular prices as #iven above. 


DRESS CATALOG: A catalog of all types of dresses, skirts, 
blouses, lounging wear and lingerie all custom made to your own 
measurements. Full information on prices, measurements etc. $1.00 


"PATED FOR FEMININITY": A separate full length story about a 
boy who only wants to be a cheer leader but ends up as a beauty 
queen and as the bride of a beautiful woman. A wonderful TV story $5. 


TRANSVESTIA #s 1 & 2 (Photoreductions 1/4 size $2,50 
TRANSVESTIA all other issues from #3 on $4.00 
JVi CLIPSHEET Issues No. $1 ea. $5/ yr. 
FEMMEMIRROR Issues No. $1 ea $10/ yr. 
PACKAGE DEAL: 1 year of all three in advance $35.00 
"RATED FOR FEMININITY" Book length story $5.90 
CUSTOM MADE DRESS CATALOG $1.00 
REALISTIC FALSIES: Special bra with plastic inserts $5 
Special jelly for filling inserts $5 
PLASTIC "HEAD" WIG BLOCK 35 
SWIVEL CLAMP FOR HOLDING WIG BLOCK $5 
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Publication Policy 


TRANSVESTIA is made up primarily of material submitted by its 
readers. Material is salicited on this basis: 

1. Material if offered for publication GRATIS! 

2. Material submitted will not be returned unless requested 
and a stamped envelope provided. 

3. The Editor reserves the right to be the sole judge of 
what material shall be printed and to edit, alter, delete 
or refuse material when he deems it in the best interest 
of the magazine. Off color material or pictures will not 
be published. 
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ADVERTISING RATES AND INFORMATION 


PERSON TO PERSON SECTION: This section is intended to make 
possible a wider aoquaintanoe among TVs, so USE IT! NOQ corres- 
pondence intended for remailing should be sent to the magazine. 
Address all replies to "CONTACT" 4924 W. Pico Blvd. Los Angeles 
19, Calif. Send letters in open, stamped envelopes giving your 
own name and address inside. Letters to authors of articles or 
Letters to the Editor accepted on the same basis. 

RATES: $2 per ad per issue for up to 5 lines. Replies $1 
THE RESPONSIBILITY OF"CONTACT" IS LIMITED TO MAILING LETTERS, 
NOT FOR ANY SUBSEQUENT ACTIONS OF THE PARTIES! 
GOODS AND SERVICES SECTION: This section open to those having 
items or servicea of use to TVs. The Editor asks that any lit- 
erature or pictures to be advertised be sent to him for approval 
before being accepted for advertising. SPACE RATES: 


Full page (40 lines 6% vertiole inches) 1 issue $20.00 
Half page (20 lines 3$ vertiocle inches) 1 issue $13.00 
Quart. pg (10 lines 1# vertiocle inches) 1 issue $ 7.50 
TRANSVESTIA is published approx. every 2 months. Send mater- 
ial by the 15th of the month preceeding publication. 
SUBSCRIPTION RATE: $4 per issue paid in advance. 


If this is your last paid issue please resubsoribe NOW! Don't 
miss an issue write today, YOUR SUBSCRIPTION EXPIRES WITH 


Your personal and private IDENTIFICATION CODE NUMBER IS 


chevalier publications box 36091 los angeles 36, california 
Copyright 1961 


All rights reserved. This book or any 
part thereof may not be reproduced in 
any form without permission of the 
publisher, 
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